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Y  CHAPTER  I 


The  still  waters  of  the  broad  and  winding 
lake  reflected  the  lustre  of  the  cloudless  sky. 
The  gentle  declinations  of  the  green  hills  that 
immediately  bordered  the  lake,  with  an  undu- 
lating margin  that  now  retired  into  bays  of  the 
most  picturesque  form,  now  jutted  forth  into 
woody  promontories,  and  then  opened  into  val- 
leys of  sequestered  beauty,  which  the  eye  de- 
lighted to  pursue,  were  studded  with  white  villas, 
and  cottages  scarcely  less  graceful,  and  occasion- 
ally with  villages,  and  even  towns ;  here  and  there 
rose  a  solitary  chapel ;  and,  scarcely  less  conspi- 
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cuous,  the  black  spire  of  some  cypress  strikingly 
contrasting  with  the  fair  buildings  or  the  radiant 
foliage  that  in  general  surrounded  them.  A 
rampart  of  azure  mountains  raised  their  huge 
forms  behind  the  nearer  hills;  and  occasionally 
peering  over  these,  like  spectres  on  some  brilliant 
festival,  were  the  ghastly  visages  of  the  Alpine 
glaciers. 

It  was  within  an  hour  of  sunset,  and  the  long 
shadows  had  fallen  upon  the  waters;  a  broad 
boat,  with  a  variegated  awning,  rowed  by  two 
men,  approached  the  steps  of  a  marble  terrace. 
The  moment  they  had  reached  their  point  of 
destination,  and  had  fastened  the  boat  to  its 
moorings,  the  men  landed  their  oars,  and  imme- 
diately commenced  singing  a  simple  yet  touch- 
ing melody,  wherewith  it  was  their  custom  to 
apprise  their  employers  of  their  arrival. 

"  Will  they  come  forth  this  evening,  think 
you,  Vittorio?"  said  one  boatman  to  the  other. 

"  By  our  holy  mother  !  I  hope  so,"  replied  his 
comrade,  **  for  this  light  air  that  is  now  rising 
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will  do  the  young  Signora  more  good  than  fifty 
doctors." 

''  They  are  good  people,"  said  Vittorio.  "  It 
gives  me  more  pleasure  to  row  them  than  any 
persons  who  ever  hired  us." 

"  Ay,  ay  !"  said  his  comrade,  <*  it  was  a  lucky 
day  when  we  first  put  an  oar  in  the  lake  for 
them,  heretics  though  they  be."" 

"  But  they  may  be  converted  yet,"  said  his 
companion ;  "  for,  as  I  was  saying  to  Father 
Francisco  last  night,  if  the  young  Signora  dies, 
it  is  a  sad  thing  to  think  what  will  become  of 
her." 

"  And  what  said  the  good  Father  ?" 
*«  He  shook  his  head,"  said  Vittorio. 
"  When  Father  Francisco  shakes  his  head,  he 
means  a  great  deal,"  said  his  companion. 

At  this  moment  a  servant  appeared  on  the  ter- 
race, to  say  the  ladies  were  at  hand  ;  and  very 
shortly  afterwards  Lady  Annabel  Herbert,  with 
her  daughter  leaning  on  her  arm,  descended  the 
steps,  and  entered  the  boat.  The  countenances 
B  2 
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of  the  boatmen  brightened  when  they  saw  them, 
and  they  both  made  their  inquiries  after  the 
health  of  Venetia  with  tenderness  and  feeling. 

"  Indeed,  my  good  friends,"  said  Venetia,  "  I 
think  you  are  right,  and  the  lake  will  cure  me 
after  all." 

"  The  blessing  of  the  lake  be  upon  you,  Sig- 
nora,"  said  the  boatmen,  crossing  themselves. 

Just  as  they  were  moving  off,  came  running 
Mistress  Pauncefort,  quite  breathless.  «<  Miss 
Herbert's  fur  cloak,  my  lady ;  you  told  me  to 
remember,  my  lady,  and  I  cannot  think  how  I  for- 
got it.  But  I  really  have  been  so  very  hot  all  day, 
that  such  a  thing  as  furs  never  entered  my  head. 
And  for  my  part,  until  I  travelled,  I  always 
thought  furs  were  only  worn  in  Russia.  But 
live  and  learn,  as  I  say.". 

They  were  now  fairly  floating  on  the  calm, 
clear  waters,  and  the  rising  breeze  was  as  grate- 
ful to  Venetia  as  the  boatman  had  imagined. 

A  return  of  those  symptoms  which  had  before 
so  disquieted  Lady  Annabel  for  her  daughter, 
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aiul  which  were  formerly  tlie  cause  of  their  resi- 
dence at  Weymouth,  had  induced  her,  in  com- 
phance  with  tlie  advice  of  her  physicians,  to  visit 
Italy ;  but  the  fatigue  of  travel  had  exhausted 
the  energies  of  Venetia — for  in  those  days  the  Alps 
M'ere  not  passed  in  luxurious  travelling  carriages 
— on  the  very  threshold  of  the  promised  land ;  and 
Lady  Annabel  had  been  prevailed  upon  to  take 
a  villa  on  the  Lago  Maggiore,  where  Venetia 
had  passed  two  months,  still  suffering  indeed 
from  great  debility,  but  not  without  advantage. 
There  are  few  spots  more  favoured  by  nature 
than  the  Italian  lakes  and  their  vicinity,  com- 
bining, as  they  do,  the  most  sublime  features  of 
mountainous  scenery  with  all  the  softer  beauties 
and  the  varied  luxuriance  of  the  plain.  As 
the  still,  bright  lake  is  to  the  rushing  and 
troubled  cataract,  is  Italy  to  Switzerland  and 
Savoy.  Emerging  from  the  chaotic  ravines  and 
the  wild  gorges  of  the  Alps,  the  happy  land 
breaks  upon  us  like  a  beautiful  vision.  We 
revel  in  the  sunny  light,  after  the  unearthly  glare 
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of  eternal  snow.  Our  sight  seems  renovated  as 
we  throw  our  eager  glance  over  those  golden 
plains,  clothed  with  such  picturesque  trees, 
sparkling  with  such  graceful  villages,  watered  by 
such  noble  rivers,  and  crowned  with  such  mag- 
nificent cities ;  and  all  bathed  and  beaming  in  an 
atmosphere  so  soft  and  radiant !  Every  isolated 
object  charms  us  with  its  beautiful  novelty:  for 
the  first  time  we  gaze  on  palaces ;  the  garden, 
the  terrace,  and  the  statue,  recall  our  dreams 
beneath  a  colder  sky ;  and  we  turn  from  these 
to  catch  the  hallowed  form  of  some  cupolaed 
convent,  crowning  the  gentle  elevation  of  some 
green  hill,  and  flanked  by  the  cypress  or  the 
pine. 

The  influence  of  all  these  delightful  objects 
and  of  this  benign  atmosphere  on  the  frame  and 
mind  of  Venetia  had  been  considerable.  After 
the  excitement  of  the  last  year  of  her  life,  and 
the  harassing  and  agitating  scenes  with  which  it 
closed,  she  found  a  fine  solace  in  this  fair  land 
and  this  soft  sky,  which  the  sad  perhaps  can  alone 
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experience.     Its  repose  alone  afforded  a  consola- 
tory contrast  to  the  turbulent  pleasure  of  the  great 
world.     She  looked  back  upon  those  glittering 
and  noisy   scenes  with  an  aversion   which  was 
only  modified  by  her  self-congratulation  at  her 
escape  from  their  exhausting  and  contaminating 
sphere.     Here  she  recurred,— but  with  all  the 
advantages  of  a  change  of  scene,  and  a  scene  so 
rich  in  novel  and  interesting  associations, — to  the 
calm  tenor  of  those  days,  when  not  a  thought 
ever  seemed  to  escape  from  Cherbury  and  its 
spell-bound  seclusion.     Her  books,   her  draw- 
ings, her  easel,  and  her  harp,  were  now  again  her 
chief  pursuits ;  pursuits,  however,  influenced  by 
the  genius  of  the  land  in  which  she  hved,  and 
therefore  invested  with  a  novel  interest ;  for  the 
literature  and  the  history  of  the  country  natu- 
rally attracted  her  attention ;  and  its  fair  aspects 
and  sweet  sounds,  alike  inspired  her  pencil  and 
her  voice.     She  had,  in  the  society  of  her  mo- 
ther, indeed,  the  advantage  of  communing  with 
a  mind  not  less  refined  and  cultivated  than  her 
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own.  Lady  Annabel  was  a  companion  whose 
conversation  from  reading  and  reflection  was 
eminently  suggestive ;  and  their  hours,  though 
they  lived  in  solitude,  never  hung  heavy.  They 
were  always  employed,  and  always  cheerful.  But 
Venetia  was  not  more  than  cheerful.  Still  very 
young,  and  gifted  with  an  imaginative  and 
therefore,  sanguine  mind,  the  course  of  circum-^ 
stances,  however,  had  checked  her  native  spirit, 
and  shaded  a  brow  which,  at  her  time  of  life  and 
with  her  temperament,  should  have  been  rather 
fanciful  than  pensive.  If  Venetia,  supported  by 
the  disciplined  energies  of  a  strong  mind,  had 
schooled  herself  into  not  looking  back  to  the  past 
with  grief,  her  future  was  certainly  not  tinged 
with  the  Iris  pencil  of  Hope.  It  seemed  to  her 
that  it  was  her  fate  that  life  should  bring  lier  no 
happier  hours  than  those  she  now  enjoyed.  They 
did  not  amount  to  exquisite  bliss.  That  was  a 
conviction  which,  by  no  process  of  reflection 
however  ingenious,  could  she  delude  herself  to 
credit.     Venetia  struggled  to  take  refuge  in  con- 


VENETU.  V 

tent,  a  mood  of  mind  perhaps  less  natural  than 
it  should  be  to  one  so  young,  so  gifted,  and  so 
fair! 

Their  villa  was  surrounded  by  a  garden  in 
the  ornate  and  artificial  style  of  the  country.  A 
marble  terrace  overlooked  the  lake,  crowned  with 
many  a  statue,  and  vase  that  held  the  aloe.  The 
laurel  and  the  cactus,  the  cypress  and  the  pine, 
filled  the  air  with  their  fragrance,  or  charmed 
the  eye  with  their  rarity  and  beauty :  the  walks 
were  festooned  with  the  vine,  and  they  could 
raise  their  hands  and  pluck  the  glowing  fruit 
which  screened  them  from  the  beam  by  which  it 
was  ripened.  In  this  enchanted  domain  Venctia 
miffht  be  often  seen — a  form  even  fairer  than  the 
sculptured  nymphs  among  which  she  glided — 
catching  the  gentle  breeze  that  played  upon  the 
surface  of  the  lake,  or  watching  the  white  sail 
that  glittered  in  the  sun  as  it  floated  over  ils 
purple  bosom. 

Yet  this  beautiful  retreat  Venetia  was  soon  to 
(Uiit,  and   she  thought  of  her  departure  with  a 
b3 
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sigh.  Her  mother  had  been  warned  to  avoid 
the  neighbourhood  of  the  mountains  in  the  winter, 
and  the  autumn  was  approaching  its  close.  If 
Venetia  could  endure  the  passage  of  the  Apen- 
nines, it  was  the  intention  of  Lady  Annabel  to 
pass  the  winter  on  the  coast  of  the  Mediterra- 
nean ;  otherwise  to  settle  in  one  of  the  Lombard 
cities.  At  all  events,  in  the  course  of  a  few 
weeks  they  were  to  quit  their  villa  on  the  lake. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

A  VERY  few  days  after  that  excursion  on  the 
lake  with  which  this  volume  of  our  history 
opened,  Lady  Annabel  and  her  daughter  were 
both  surprised  and  pleased  with  a  visit  from  a 
friend  whose  appearance  was  certainly  very  un- 
expected ;  this  was  Captain  Cadurcis.  On  his 
way  from  Switzerland  to  Sicily,  he  had  heard 
of  their  residence  in  the  neighbourhood,  and  had 
crossed  over  from  Arona  to  visit  them. 

The  name  of  Cadurcis  was  still  dear  to  Vene- 
tia,  and  George  had  displayed  such  gallantry 
and  devotion  in  all  his  cousin's  troubles,  that 
she  was  personally  attached  to  him  ;  he  had 
always  been    a   favourite  of   her  mother ;    his 
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arrival,  therefore,  was  welcomed  by  each  of  the 
ladies  with  great  cordiality.  He  accepted  the 
hospitality  which  Lady  Annabel  offered  him, 
and  remained  with  them  a  week,  a  period  which 
they  spent  in  visiting  the  most  beautiful  and 
interesting  spots  of  the  lake,  with  which  they 
were  already  sufficiently  famihar  to  allow  them 
to  prove  guides  as  able  as  they  were  agree- 
able. These  excursions,  indeed,  contributed  to 
the  pleasure  and  happiness  of  the  whole  party. 
There  was  about  Captain  Cadurcis  a  natural 
cheerfulness  which  animated  every  one  in  his 
society ;  a  gay  simplicity,  difficult  to  define,  but 
very  charming,  and  which,  without  effort,  often 
produced  deeper  impressions  than  more  brilliant 
and  subtle  qualities.  Left  alone  in  the  world, 
and  without  a  single  advantage  save  those  that 
nature  had  conferred  upon  him,  it  had  often  been 
remarked,  that  in  whatever  circle  he  moved, 
George  Cadurcis  always  became  the  favourite, 
and  every  where  made  friends.  His  sweet  and 
engaging  temper  had  perhaps  as  much  contri- 
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buted  to  his  professional  success  as  his  distin- 
guished gallantry  and  skill.  Other  officers,  no 
doubt,  were  as  brave  and  able  as  Captain  Ca- 
durcis,  but  his  commanders  always  signalled 
him  out  for  favourable  notice ;  and  strange  to 
say,  his  success,  instead  of  exciting  envy  and  ill- 
>yill,  pleased  even  his  less  fortunate  competitors. 
However  hard  another  might  feel  his  own  lot, 
it  was  soothed  by  the  reflection  that  George 
Cadurcis  was  at  least  more  fortunate.  His 
popularity,  however,  was  not  confined  to  his  pro- 
fession. His  cousiiVs  noble  guardian,  whom 
George  had  never  seen  until  he  ventured  to  call 
upon  his  lordship  on  his  return  to  England,  now 
looked  upon  him  almost  as  a  son,  and  omitted 
no  opportunity  of  advancing  liis  interests  in  the 
world.  Of  all  the  members  of  the  House  of 
Commons  he  w^as  perhaps  the  only  one  that  every 
body  praised,  and  his  success  in  the  world  of 
fashion  had  been  as  remarkable  as  in  his  pro- 
fession. These  great  revolutions  in  his  life 
and  future  prospects  had,  however,  not  produced 
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the  slightest  change  in  liis  mind  and  manners ; 
and  this  was  perhaps  the  secret  spell  of  his  pro- 
sperity. Though  we  are  most  of  us  the  creatures 
of  affectation,  simplicity  has  a  great  charm,  espe- 
cially when  attended,  as  in  the  present  instance, 
with  many  agreeable,  and  some  noble  qualities. 
In  spite  of  the  rough  fortunes  of  his  youth,  the 
breeding  of  Captain  Cadurcis  was  very  high; 
the  recollection  of  the  race  to  which  he  belonged 
had  never  been  forgotten  by  him.  He  was 
proud  of  his  family.  He  had  one  of  those  light 
hearts,  too,  which  enable  their  possessors  to  ac- 
quire accomplishments  with  facihty :  he  had  a 
sweet  voice,  a  quick  ear,  a  rapid  eye.  He 
acquired  a  language,  as  some  men  learn  an 
air.  Then  his  temper  was  imperturbable,  and 
although  the  most  obliging  and  kindest-hearted 
creature  that  ever  lived,  there  was  a  native  dig- 
nity about  him  which  prevented  his  good  nature 
from  being  abused.  No  sense  of  interest  either 
could  ever  induce  him  to  act  contrary  to  the 
dictates  of  his  judgment  and  his  heart.     At  the 
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risk  of  offending  his  patron,  he  sided  with  his 
cousin,  although  he  had  deeply  offended  his 
guardian,  and  although  the  whole  world  was 
against  him.  Indeed,  the  strong  affection  that 
Lord  Cadurcis  instantly  entertained  for  George 
is  not  the  least  remarkable  instance  of  the  singu- 
lar, though  silent,  influence  that  Captain  Cadur- 
cis every  where  acquired.  Lord  Cadurcis  had 
fixed  upon  him  for  his  friend  from  the  first  mo- 
ment of  their  acquaintance,  and  though  appa- 
rently there  could  not  be  two  characters  more 
dissimilar,  there  were  at  bottom  some  striking- 
points  of  sympathy  and  some  strong  bonds  of 
union,  in  the  generosity  and  courage  that  dis- 
tinguished both,  and  in  the  mutual  blood  that 
filled  their  veins. 

There  seemed  to  be  a  tacit  understanding 
between  the  several  members  of  our  party  that 
the  name  of  Lord  Cadurcis  was  not  to  be  men- 
tioned. Lady  Annabel  made  no  inquiry  after 
him ;  -Venetia  was  unwilling  to  hazard  a  ques- 
tion which  would  annoy  her  mother,  and  of  which 
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the  answer  could  not  bring  her  much  satisfac- 
tion; and  Captain  Cadurcis  did  not  think  fit 
himself  to  originate  any  conversation  on  the  sub- 
ject. Nevertheless,  Venetia  could  not  help 
sometimes  fancying  when  her  eyes  met  his,  that 
their  mutual  thoughts  were  the  same,  and  both 
dwellinof  on  one  who  was  absent,  and  of  whom 
her  companion  would  have  willingly  conversed. 
To  confess  the  truth,  indeed,  George  Cadurcis 
v/as  on  his  way  to  join  his  cousin,  who  had  crossed 
over  from  Spain  to  Barbary,  and  journeyed 
along  the  African  coast  from  Tangiers  to  Tri- 
poli. Their  point  of  reunion  was  to  be  Sicily 
or  Malta.  Hearing  of  the  residence  of  the  Her- 
berts on  the  lake,  he  thought  it  would  be  but 
kind  to  Plantagenet  to  visit  them  ;  and  perhaps 
to  bear  to  him  some  message  from  Venetia. 
There  was  nothing,  indeed,  on  which  Captain 
Cadurcis  was  more  intent  than  to  effect  the 
union  between  his  cousin  and  Miss  Herbert.  He 
was  deeply  impressed  with  the  sincerity  of  Plan- 
tagenet's  passion,  and  he  himself  entertained  for 
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tlie  lady  the  greatest  affection  and  adiniration. 
He  thought  she  was  the  only  person  whom  he 
had  ever  known,  who  was  really  worthy  to  be 
his  cousin's  bride.  And,  independent  of  her 
personal  charms  and  undoubted  talents,  she  had 
displayed  during  the  outcry  against  Lord  Ca- 
durcis,  so  much  good  sense,  such  a  fine  spirit, 
and  such  modest  yet  sincere  affection  for  the 
victim,  that  George  Cadurcis  had  almost  lost 
his  own  heart  to  her,  when  he  was  endeavouring 
to  induce  her  not  utterly  to  reject  that  of  an- 
other ;  and  it  became  one  of  the  dreams  of  his 
life,  that  in  a  little  time,  when  all,  as  he  fondly 
anticipated,  had  ended  as  it  should,  and  as  he 
wished  it,  he  should  be  able  to  find  an  occasional 
home  at  Cadurcis  Abbey,  and  enjoy  the  charm- 
ing society  of  one  whom  Ije  had  already  taught 
himself  to  consider  as  a  sister. 

"  And  to-night  you  must  indeed  go  ?  "  said 
Venetia,  as  they  were  walking  together  on  the 
terrace.  It  was  the  only  time  that  they  had 
been  alone  together  during  his  visit. 
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"  I  must  start  from  Arona  at  day-break,''  re- 
plied George ;    '^  and   I  must  travel  quickly ; 
for  in  less  than  a  month  I  must  be  in  Sicily." 
"  Sicily  !  Why  are  you  going  to  Sicily  ?  **' 
Captain  Cadurcis  smiled.       *^   I   am   going 
to  join  a  friend  of  ours,"  he  answered. 
"  Plantagcnet  ?  "  she  said. 
Captain  Cadurcis  nodded  assent. 
"  Poor  Plantagenet !  "   said  Venetia.     "  Here 
we  have  been  a  week  together,   and  no  one  has 
ever  mentioned  his  name.     He  seems  quite  pro- 
scribed." 

"  His  name  has  been  on  my  hps  several  times,** 
said  George. 

''  I  am  sure  of  that,"  said  Venetia.  '^  Is  he 
well?'' 

"  He  writes  to  me  in  fair  spirits,"  said  Captain 
Cadurcis.  "  He  has  been  travelling  in  Spain, 
and  now  he  is  somewhere  in  Africa ;  we  are  to 
meet  in  Sicily  or  Malta.  I  think  travel  has 
greatly  benefited  him.  He  seems  quite  delighted 
with  his  glimpse  of  Oriental  manners ;    and  I 
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should  scarcely  be  surprised  if  he  were  now  to 
stretch  on  to  Constantinople." 

"  I  wonder  if  he  will  ever  return  to  England,'* 
said  Venetia  thoughtfully. 

*'  There  is  only  one  event  that  would  induce 
him,"  said  Captain  Cadurcis.  And  then  after  a 
pause  he  added,  "  You  will  not  ask  me  what  it 
is?'* 

"  I  wish  he  were  in  England,  and  were  happy,'* 
said  Venetia. 

"  It  is  in  your  power  to  effect  both  results," 
said  her  companion. 

"  It  is  useless  to  recur  to  that  subject,"  said 
Venetia.  "  Plantagenet  knows  my  feelings  to- 
wards him,  but  fate  has  forbidden  our  destinies 
to  be  combined.** 

"  Then  he  will  never  return  to  England,  and 
never  be  happy.  Ah !  Venetia,  what  shall  I 
tell  him  when  we  meet  ?  What  message  am  I 
to  bear  hini  from  you  ?  " 

''  Those  regards  which  he  ever  possessed,  and 
has  never  forfeited,"  said  Venetia. 
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"  Poor  Cadurcis !  "  said  his  cousin,  shaking 
his  head,  "  If  any  man  ever  had  reason  to  be 
miserable,  it  is  he." 

"  We  are  none  of  us  very  happy,  I  think,'* 
said  Venetia  mournfully.  ^'  I  am  sure,  ^vhen  I 
look  back  to  the  last  few  years  of  my  life,  it 
seems  to  me  that  there  is  some  curse  hanging 
over  our  families.  I  cannot  penetrate  it ;  it 
baffles  me.'* 

*'  I  am  sure,"  said  Captain  Cadurcis  with 
great  animation  :  ''  Nay,  I  would  pledge  my 
existence  cheerfully  on  the  venture,  that  if  Lady 
Annabel  would  only  relent  towards  Cadurcis, 
we  should  all  be  the  happiest  people  in  the 
world." 

"  Heigho ! "  said  Venetia.  ''  There  are 
other  cares  in  our  house  besides  our  unfortunate 
acquaintance  with  your  cousin.  We  were  the 
last  people  in  the  world  with  whom  he  should 
ever  have  become  connected.''' 

"  And  yet  it  was  an  intimacy  that  commenced 
auspiciously,"  said  her  friend,     "  I  am  sure  I 


VENKTIA.  21 

have  sate  with  Cardurcis,  and  listened  to  him 
by  tlie  hour,  while  he  has  told  me  of  all  the 
happy  days  at  Cherbury  when  you  were  both 
children ;  the  only  happy  days,  according  to 
him,  that  he  ever  knew.' 

"  Yes !   they  were  happy  days,''  said  Venetia. 

"  And  what  connection  could  have  offered  a 
more  rational  basis  for  felicity  than  your  union  ?" 
he  continued.  "  Whatever  the  world  may  think, 
I,  who  know  Cadurcis  to  the  very  bottom  of 
his  heart,  feel  assured  that  you  never  would  have 
repented  for  an  instant  becoming  the  sharer  of 
his  life  ;  your  families  were  of  equal  rank,  your 
estates  joined,  he  felt  for  your  mother  the  affec- 
tion of  a  son.  There  seemed  every  element 
that  could  have  contributed  to  earthly  bliss.  As 
for  his  late  career,  you  who  know  all  have  already, 
have  always  indeed,  viewed  it  with  charity. 
Placed  in  his  position,  who  could  have  acted 
otherwise  ?  I  know  very  well  that  his  genius, 
which  might  recommend  him  to  another  woman, 
is  viewed  by  your  mother  with  more  than  ap- 
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prehension.  It  is  true  that  a  man  of  his  exqui- 
site sensibility  requires  sympathies  as  refined  to 
command  his  nature.  It  is  no  common  mind 
that  could  maintain  its  hold  over  Cadurcis, 
and  his  spirit  could  not  yield  but  to  rare  and 
transcendent  qualities.  He  found  them,  Ve- 
netia,  he  found  them  in  her,  whom  he  had  known 
longest  and  most  intimately,  and  loved  from  his 
boyhood.  Talk  of  constancy  indeed  !  who  has 
been  so  constant  as  my  cousin  ?  No,  Venetia, 
you  may  think  fit  to  bow  to  the  feelings  of  your 
mother,  and  it  would  be  impertinence  in  me  to 
doubt  for  an  instant  the  propriety  of  your 
conduct :  I  do  not  doubt  it ;  I  admire  it ;  I 
admire  you,  and  every  thing  you  have  done  ;  none 
can  view  your  behaviour  throughout  all  these 
painful  transactions  with  more  admiration,  I 
might  even  say  with  more  reverence,  than  myself; 
but,  Venetia,  you  never  can  persuade  me,  you 
have  never  attempted  to  persuade  me,  that  you 
yourself  are  incredulous  of  the  strength  and 
permanency  of  my  cousin's  love." 
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"  Ah  !  George,  you  are  our  friend  1"  said 
Venetia,  a  tear  stealing  down  her  cheek.  "  But, 
indeed,  we  must  not  talk  of  these  things.  As 
for  myself,  I  think  not  of  happiness.  I  am  cer- 
tain I  am  not  born  to  be  happy.  I  wish  only  to 
live  calmly;  contentedly  I  would  say;  but  that, 
perhaps,  is  too  much.  My  feelings  have  been  so 
harrowed,  my  mind  so  harassed,  during  these 
last  few  years,  and  so  many  causes  of  pain  and 
misery  seem  ever  hovering  round  my  existence, 
that  I  do  assure  you,  my  dear  friend,  I  have 
grown  old  before  my  time.  Ah  !  you  may  smile, 
George,  but  my  heart  is  heavy ;  it  is  indeed.'' 

"  I  wish  I  could  lighten  it,"  said  Captain  Ca- 
durcis.  ^'  I  fear  I  am  somewhat  selfish  in  wishing 
you  to  marry  my  cousin,  for  then  you  know  I 
should  have  a  permanent  and  authentic  claim  to 
your  regard.  But  no  one,  at  least  I  think  so, 
can  feel  more  deeply  interested  in  your  welfare 
than  I  do.  I  never  knew  any  one  like  you,  and 
I  always  tell  Cadurcis  so,  and  that  I  think 
makes  him  worse,  but  I  cannot  help  it." 
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Venetia  could  not  refrain  from  smiling  at  the 
simplicity  of  this  confession. 

''  Well,"  continued  her  companion,  "  Every 
thing,  after  all,  is  for  the  best.  You  and  Plan- 
tagenet  are  both  very  young ;  I  live  in  hopes 
that  I  shall  yet  see  you  Lady  Cadurcis." 

Venetia  shook  her  head,  but  was  not  sorry 
that  their  somewhat  melancholy  conversation 
should  end  in  a  livelier  vein.  So  they  entered 
the  villa. 

The  hour  of  parting  was  painful;  and  the  na- 
tural gaiety  of  Captain  Cadurcis  deserted  him. 
He  had  become  greatly  attached  to  the  Herberts. 
Without  any  female  relatives  of  his  own,  their 
former  intimacy  and  probable  connection  with  his 
cousin  had  taught  him  to  look  upon  them  in  some 
degree  in  the  light  of  kindred.  He  had  origin- 
ally indeed  become  acquainted  with  them  in  all 
the  blaze  of  London  society,  not  very  cal- 
culated to  bring  out  the  softer  tints  and  more 
subdued  tones  of  our  character,  but  even  then 
the  dignified  grace   of  Lady  Annabel  and  the 
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radiant  beauty  of  Venetia,  had  captivated  him, 
and  he  had  cultivated  their  society  with  assiduity 
and  extreme  pleasure.  The  grand  crisis  of  his 
cousin's  fortunes  had  enabled  him  to  become  in- 
timate with  the  more  secret  and  serious  qua- 
lities  of  Venetia,  and  from  that  moment  he  had 
taken  the  deepest  interest  in  every  thing  con- 
nected with  her.  His  happy  and  unexpected 
meeting  in  Italy  had  completed  the  spell  ;  and 
now  that  he  was  about  to  leave  them,  uncertain 
even  if  they  should  ever  meet  again,  his  soft 
heart  trembled,  and  he  could  scarcely  refrain 
from  tears  as  he  pressed  their  hands,  and  bade 
them  his  sincere  adieus. 

The  moon  had  risen  ere  he  entered  his 
boat,  and  flung  a  rippling  line  of  glittering 
light  on  the  bosom  of  the  lake.  The  sky 
was  v/ithout  a  cloud,  save  a  few  thin  fleecy 
vapours  that  hovered  over  the  azure  brow 
of  a  distant  mountain.  The  shores  of  the 
lake  were  suffused  with  the  serene  effulgence, 
and  every  object  was  so  distinct,   that  the  eye 
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was  pained  by  the  lights  of  the  villages,  that, 
every  instant,  became  more  numerous  and  vivid. 
The  bell  of  a  small  chapel  on  the  opposite  shore, 
and  the  distant  chant  of  some  fishermen  still 
working  at  their  nets,  were  the  only  sounds  that 
broke  the  silence,  which  they  did  not  disturb. 
JReclined  in  his  boat,  George  Cadurcis  watched 
the  vanishing  villa  of  the  Herberts,  until  the 
light  in  the  principal  chamber  was  the  only  sign 
that  assured  him  of  its  site.  That  chamber  held 
Venetia ;  the  unhappy  Venetia  !  He  covered 
his  face  with  his  hand  when  even  the  light  of 
her  chamber  vanished,  and,  full  of  thoughts 
tender  and  disconsolate,  he  at  length  arrived  at 
Arona. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

Pursuant  to  their  plans,  the  Herberts  left 
the  Lago  Magglore  towards  the  end  of  October, 
and  proceeded  by  gentle  journeys  to  the  Apen- 
nines. Before  they  crossed  this  barrier,  they 
were  to  rest  awhile  in  one  of  the  Lombard 
cities;  and  now  they  were  on  the  point  of 
reaching  Arqua,  which  Venetia  had  expressed 
a  strong  desire  to  visit. 

At  the  latter  part  of  the  last  century,  the  race 
of  tourists,  the  offspring  of  a  long  peace,  and  the 
rapid  fortunes  made  during  the  war,  did  not 
exist.  Travelling  was  then  confined  to  the 
aristocracy,  and  though  the  English,  when 
opportunity  offered,  have  ever  been  a  restless 
c2 
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people,  the  gentle  bosom  of  the  Euganeati 
Hills  was  then  rarely  disturbed  amid  its  green 
and  sequestered  valleys. 

There  is  not  perhaps  in  all  the  Italian  region, 
fertile  as  it  is  in  interesting  associations  and 
picturesque  beauty,  a  spot  that  tradition  and 
nature  have  so  completely  combined  to  hallow, 
as  the  last  residence  of  Petrarch.  It  seems,  in- 
deed, to  have  been  formed  for  the  retirement  of 
a  pensive  and  poetic  spirit.  It  recedes  from  the 
world  by  a  succession  of  delicate  acclivities 
clothed  with  vineyards  and  orchards,  until  wind- 
ing within  these  hills,  the  mountain  hamlet  is  at 
length  discovered,  enclosed  by  two  ridges  that 
slope  towards  each  other,  and  seem  to  shut  out 
all  the  passions  of  a  troubled  race.  The  houses 
are  scattered  at  intervals  on  the  steep  sides  of 
these  summits,  and  on  a  little  knoll  is  the  man- 
sion of  the  poet,  built  by  himself,  and  command- 
ing a  rich  and  extensive  view,  that  ends  indeed 
only  with  the  shores  of  the  Adriatic  sea.  His 
tomb,  a  sarcophagus  of  red  marble,  supported 
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by  pillars,  doubtless  familiar  to  the  reader,  is  at 
hand;  and  placed  on  an  elevated  site,  gives  a 
solemn  impression  to  a  scene,  of  which  the  cha- 
racter would  otherwise  be  serenely  cheerful. 

Our  travellers  were  surprised  to  find,  that  the 
house  of  the  poet  was  inhabited  by  a  very  dif- 
ferent tenant  to  the  rustic  occupier  they  had 
anticipated.  They  heard  that  a  German  gen- 
tleman had  within  the  last  year  fixed  upon  it  as 
the  residence  of  himself  and  his  wife.  The 
peasants  were  profuse  in  their  panegyrics  of  this 
visiter,  whose  arrival  had  proved  quite  an  era 
in  the  history  of  their  village.  According  to 
them,  a  kinder  and  more  charitable  gentleman 
never  breathed ;  his  whole  life  was  spent  in 
studying  and  contributing  to  the  happiness  of 
those  around  him.  The  sick,  the  sorrowful,  and 
the  needy,  were  ever  sure  of  finding  a  friend  in 
him,  and  merit  a  generous  patron.  From  him 
came  portions  to  the  portionless ;  no  village 
maiden  need  despair  of  being  united  to  her  be- 
trothed, while  he  could  assist  her;  and  at  his 
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own  cost  he  had  sent  to  the  academy  of  Bologna, 
a  youth  whom   his  father   would  have  made  a 
cowherd,  but  whom  nature  predisposed  to  be  a 
painter.     The  inhabitants  believed  this  benevo- 
lent and  generous  person  was  a  physician,  for 
he  attended  the  sick,  prescribed  for  their  com- 
plaints, and  had  once  even  performed  an  opera- 
tion with  great  success.     It  seemed,  that  since 
Petrarch   no   one  had  ever  been  so  popular  at 
Arqua  as  this  kind  German.      Lady  Annabel 
and  Venetia  were  interested  with  the  animated 
narratives  of  the  ever  active  beneficence  of  this 
good  man,  and  Lady  Annabel  especially  regret- 
ted that  his  absence  deprived  her  of  the  gratifi- 
cation of  becoming  acquainted  with  a  character 
so  rare  and  so  invaluable.     In  the  mean  time, 
they  availed  themselves  of  the  offer  of  his  ser- 
vants to  view  the  house  of  Petrarch,  for  their 
master  had  left  orders,  that  his  absence  should 
never  deprive  a  pilgrim  from  paying  his  homage 
to  the  shrine  of  genius. 

The  house,  consisting  of  two  floors,  had  re- 
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cently  been  repaired  by  the   present   occupier. 
It  was  simply  furnished.     The  ground  floor  was 
allotted  to  the  servants.     The  upper  story  con- 
tained five  rooms,  three  of  which  were  of  good 
size,  and  two  closets.     In  one  of  these  were  the 
traditionary   chair  and  table  of  Peti'arch,  and 
here,  according  to  their  guides,  the  master  of 
the  house  passed  a  great  portion  of  his  time  in 
study,  to  which,  by  their  account,  he  seemed  de- 
voted.    The  adjoining  chamber  was  his  library  ; 
its  windows  opened  on  a  balcony  looking  on  two 
lofty  and  conical  hills,  one  topped  with  a  con- 
vent, while  the  valley  opened  on  the  side  and 
spread  into  a  calm  and  very  pleasant  view.     Of 
the  other  apartments,  one  served  as   a  saloon, 
but  there  was  nothing  in  it  remarkable,  except 
an  admirably  painted  portrait  of  a  very  beautiful 
woman,   which  the  servant  informed  them  was 
their  mistress. 

"But  that  surely  is  not  a  German  physiog- 
nomy ? "  said  Lady  Annabel. 

"  The  mistress  is  an  Italian,"  replied  the  ser- 
vant. 
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**  She  is  very  liandsome,  of  whatever  nation 
she  jnay  be,"  replied  Lady  Annabel. 

"  Oh  !  how  I  should  have  liked  to  have  met 
these  happy  people,  mamma,"  said  Venetia, 
"  for  happy  they  surely  must  be." 

"  They  seem  to  be  good  people,"  said  Lady 
Annabel.  "It  really  lightened  my  heart  to 
hear  of  all  this  gentleman's  kind  deeds." 

"  Ah !  if  the  Signora  only  knew  the  master," 
said  their  guide,  "  she  would  indeed  know  a 
good  man ! "" 

They  descended  to  the  garden,  which  cer- 
tainly was  not  like  the  garden  of  their  villa ;  it 
had  been  but  lately  a  wilderness  of  laurels,  but 
there  were  evidences  that  the  eye  and  hand 
of  taste  were  commencing  its  restoration  with 
effect. 

"  The  master  did  this,"  said  their  guide. 
'*  He  will  allow  no  one  to  work  in  the  garden  but 
himself.  It  is  a  week  since  he  went  to  Bologna, 
to  see  our  Paulo.  He  gained  a  prize  at  the 
academy,  and  his  father  begged  the  master  to 
be  present  when  it  was  conferred  on  him;  he 
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said  it  would  do  his  son  so  much  good  !  So  tlie 
master  went,  though  it  is  the  only  time  he  has 
quitted  Qua  since  he  came  to  reside  here." 

"  And  how  long  has  he  resided  here  ? "  in- 
quired Venetia. 

*'  'Tis  the  second  autumn,""  said  the  guide, 
*'  and  he  came  in  the  spring.  If  the  Signora 
would  only  wait,  we  expect  the  master  home  to- 
night or  to-morrow,  and  he  would  be  glad  to 
see  her." 

"We  cannot  wait,  my  friend,"  said  Lady 
Annabel,  rewarding  the  guide;  "but  you  will 
thank  your  master  in  our  names,  for  the  kind- 
ness we  have  experienced.  You  are  all  happy 
in  such  a  friend." 

**  I  must  write  my  name  in  PetrarcVs  house," 
said  Venetia.  "  Adieu !  happy  Arqua  !  Adieu  ! 
happy  dwellers  in  this  happy  valley  ! " 
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CHAPTER   IV. 

Just  as  the  Herberts  arrived  at  Rovigo,  one 
of  those  sudden  and  violent  storms  that  occa- 
sionally occur  at  the  termination  of  an  Italian 
autumn,  raged  with  irresistible  fury.  The  wind 
roared  with  a  noise  that  overpowered  even  the 
thunder;  then  came  a  rattling  shower  of  hail, 
with  stones  as  big  as  pigeons'  eggs,  succeeded  by 
rain,  not  in  showers,  but  literally  in  cataracts. 
The  only  thing  to  which  a  tempest  of  rain  in  Italy 
can  be  compared,  is  the  bursting  of  a  water-spout. 
Venetia  could  scarcely  believe  that  this  could 
be  the  same  day  of  which  the  golden  morning 
had  found  her  among  the  sunny  hills  of  Arqua. 
This  unexpected  vicissitude  induced  Lady  Anna- 
bel to  alter  her  plans,  and  she  resolved  to  rest  at 
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Rovigo,  where  she  was  glad  to  find  that  tlicy 
could  be  sheltered  in  a  very  commodious  inn. 

The  building  had  originally  been  a  palace, 
and  in  its  halls  and  galleries,  and  the  vast  octa- 
gonal vestibule  on  which  the  principal  apartments 
opened,  it  retained  many  noble  indications  of 
the  purposes  to  which  it  was  formerly  destined. 
At  present,  a  lazy  innkeeper,  who  did  nothing ; 
his  bustling  wife,  who  seemed  equally  at  home 
in  the  saloon,  the  kitchen,  and  even  the  stable ; 
and  a  solitary  waiter,  were  the  only  inmates, 
except  the  Herberts,  and  a  traveUing  party,  who 
had  arrived  shortly  after  them,  and  who,  like 
them,  had  been  driven  by  stress  of  weather  to 
seek  refuge  at  a  place  where  otherwise  they  had 
not  intended  to  remain. 

A  blazing  fire  of  pine  wood  soon  gave  cheer- 
fulness to  the  vast  and  somewhat  desolate  apart- 
ment in  which  the  Herberts  had  been  ushered  ; 
their  sleeping-room  was  adjoining,  but  separated. 
In  spite  of  the  lamentations  of  Pauncefort,  who 
had  been  drenched  to  the  skin,  and  who   re- 
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quired  much  more  waiting  upon  than  her  mis- 
tress. Lady  Annabel  and  Venetia  at  length  pro- 
duced some  degree  of  comfort.  They  drew  the 
table  near  tlie  fire ;  they  ensconced  themselves 
behind  an  old  screen  ;  and,  producing  their  books 
and  work,  notwithstanding  the  tempest,  they 
contrived  to  domesticate  themselves  at  Rovigo. 

"  I  cannot  help  thinking  of  Arqua  and  its 
happy  tenants,  mamma,"  said  Venetia. 

"  And  yet  perhaps  they  may  have  their 
secret  sorrows,""  said  Lady  Annabel.  "  I  know 
not  why,  I  always  associate  sechision  with  un- 
happiness." 

Venetia  remembered  Cherbury.  Their  life 
at  Cherbury  was  like  the  life  of  the  German  at 
Arqua.  A  chance  visiter  to  Cherbury  in  their 
absence,  viewing  the  beautiful  residence  and  the 
fair  domain,  and  listening  to  the  tales  which 
they  well  might  hear  of  all  her  mother's  grace 
and  goodness,  might  perhaps  too  envy  its  happy 
occupiers.  But  were  they  happy  ?  Had  they 
no  secret  sorrows?     Was  their  seclusion  asso- 
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ciated  with  unhappincss  ?  These  were  reflections 
that  made  Venetia  grave;  but  she  opened  her 
journal,  and,  describing  the  adventures  and 
feelings  of  the  morning,  she  dissipated  some 
mournful  reminiscences. 

The  storm  still  raged,  Venetia  had  quitted  the 
saloon  in  which  her  mother  and  herself  had  been 
sitting,  and  had  repaired  to  the  adjoining  cham- 
ber to  fetch  a  book.  The  door  of  this  room 
opened,  as  all  the  other  entrances  of  the  different 
apartments,  on  to  the  octagonal  vestibule.  Just 
as  she  was  quitting  the  room,  and  about  to  return 
to  her  mother,  the  door  of  the  opposite  chamber 
opened,  and  there  came  forward  a  gentleman  in 
a  Venetian  dress  of  black  velvet.  His  stature 
was  considerably  above  the  middle  height, 
though  his  figure,  which  was  remarkably  slen- 
der, was  bowed — not  by  years  certainly,  for  his 
countenance,  though  singularly  emaciated,  still 
retained  traces  of  youth.  His  hair,  which  he 
wore  very  long,  descended  over  his  shoulders, 
and  must  originally  have  been  of  a  light  golden 
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colour,  but  now  was  severely  touched  with  grey. 
His  countenance  was  very  pallid,  so  colourless 
indeed  that  its  aspect  was  almost  unearthly ;  but 
his  large  blue  eyes,  that  were  deeply  set  in  his 
majestic  brow,  still  gUttered  with  fire,  and  their 
expression  alone  gave  life  to  a  visage,  which, 
though  singularly  beautiful  in  its  outline,  from 
its  faded  and  attenuated  character  seemed  rather 
the  countenance  of  a  corpse  than  of  a  breathing 
being. 

The  glance  of  the  stranger  caught  that  of 
Venetia,  and  seemed  to  fascinate  her.  She 
suddenly  became  motionless ;  wildly  she  stared 
at  the  stranger,  who,  in  his  turn,  seemed  ar- 
rested in  his  progress,  and  stood  still  as  a  statue, 
with  his  eyes  fixed  with  absorbing  interest  on 
the  beautiful  apparition  before  him.  An  ex- 
pression of  perplexity  and  pain  flitted  over  the 
amazed  features  of  Venetia ;  and  then  it  seemed 
that,  by  some  almost  supernatural  effort,  con- 
fusion amounting  to  stupefaction  suddenly 
brightened  and  expanded  into  keen  and  over- 
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whelming  intelligence.  Exclaiming  in  a  frenzied 
tone  "  My  father  !  "  Venetia  sprang  forward, 
and  fell  senseless  on  the  stranger's  breast. 

Such,  after  so  much  mystery,  so  many  aspi- 
rations, so  much  anxiety,  and  so  much  suffering, 
such  was  the  first  meeting  of  Venetia  Herbert 
with  her  father ! 

Marmion  Herbert,  himself  trembling  and 
speechless,  bore  the  apparently  lifeless  Venetia 
into  his  apartment.  Not  permitting  her  for  a 
moment  to  quit  his  embrace,  he  seated  himself, 
and  gazed  silently  on  the  inanimate  and  un- 
known form  he  held  so  strangely  within  his 
arms.  Those  lips,  now  closed  as  if  in  death, 
had  uttered  however  one  word  which  thrilled 
to  his  heart,  and  still  echoed,  like  a  supernatural 
annunciation,  within  his  ear.  He  examined 
with  an  eye  of  agitated  scrutiny  the  fair  features 
no  longer  sensible  of  his  presence.  He  gazed 
upon  that  transparent  brow,  as  if  he  would  read 
some  secret  in  its  pellucid  veins ;  and  touched 
those  long  locks  of  golden  hair,  with  a  trembling 
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finger,  that  seemod  to  be  wildly  seeking  for  some 
vague  and  miraculous  proof  of  inexpressible 
identity.  The  fair  creature  had  called  him 
"Father.'*  His  dreaming  reveries  had  never 
pictured  a  being  half  so  beautiful !  She  called 
him  "  Father !  "  The  word  had  touched  his 
brain,  as  lightning  cuts  a  tree.  He  looked 
around  him  with  a  distracted  air,  then  gazed  on 
the  tranced  form  he  held  with  a  glance  which 
would  have  penetrated  her  soul,  and  murmured 
unconsciously  the  wild  word  she  had  uttered. 
She  called  him  ''  Father ! "  He  dared  not 
think  whom  she  mioht  be.  His  thoughts  were 
wandering  in  a  distant  land  ;  visions  of  another 
life,  another  country,  rose  before  him,  troubled 
and  obscure.  Baffled  aspirations,  and  hopes 
blighted  in  the  bud,  and  the  cherished  secrets  of 
his  lorn  existence,  clustered  like  clouds  upon  his 
perplexed,  yet  creative,  brain.  She  called  him 
"Father!"  It  was  a  word  to  make  him  mad. 
"Father!"  This  beautiful  being  had  called 
him  "  Father,"  and  seemed  to  have  expired,  as 
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it  were,  in  the  irresistible  expression.  His  heart 
yearned  to  her ;  lie  had  met  her  embrace  with 
an  inexplicable  sympathy;  her  devotion  had 
seemed,  as  it  were,  her  duty  and  his  right.  Yet 
who  was  she?  He  was  a  father.  It  was  a  fact 
— a  fact  alike  full  of  solace  and  mortification — 
the  consciousness  of  which  never  deserted  him. 
But  he  was  the  father  of  an  unknown  child — to 
liim  the  child  of  his  poetic  dreams,  rather  than 
his  reality.  And  now  there  came  this  radiant 
creature,  and  called  him  "Father!'*''  Was  he 
awake,  and  in  the  harsh  busy  world ;  or  was  it 
the  apparition  of  an  over  excited  imagination, 
brooding  too  constantly  on  one  fond  idea,  on 
which  he  now  gazed  so  fixedly  ?  Was  this  some 
spirit  ?  Would  that  she  would  speak  again  ! 
"Would  that  those  sealed  lips  would  part  and 
utter  but  one  word — would  but  again  call  him 
*'  Father,"  and  he  asked  no  more ! 

"  Father  !  "—  to  be  called  «'  Father  "  by  one 
whom  he  could  not  name,  by  one  over  whom 
he  mused  in  solitude,  by  one  to  whom  he  had 
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poured  forth  all  the  passion  of  his  desolate  soul ; 
to  be  called  ''  Father "  by  this  being  was  the 
aspiring  secret  of  his  life.  He  had  painted  her 
to  himself  in  his  loneliness,  he  had  conjured  up 
dreams  of  ineffable  loveliness,  and  inexpressible 
love ;  he  had  led  with  her  an  imaginary  life  of 
thrilling  tenderness ;  he  had  indulged  in  a  deli- 
cious fancy  of  mutual  interchange  of  the  most 
exquisite  offices  of  our  nature ;  and  then,  when 
he  had  sometimes  looked  around  him,  and  found 
no  daughter  there,  no  beaming  countenance  of 
purity  to  greet  him  with  its  constant  smile, 
and  receive  the  quick  and  ceaseless  tribute  of 
his  vigilant  affection,  the  tears  had  stolen  down 
his  lately  excited  features,  all  the  consoling 
beauty  of  his  visions  had  vanished  into  air,  he 
had  felt  the  deep  curse  of  his  desolation,  and 
had  anathematised  the  cunning  brain  that  made 
his  misery  a  thousand-fold  keener  by  the  mock- 
ery of  its  transporting  ilhisions. 

And  now  there  came  this  transcendant  crea- 
ture, with  a  form  more  glowing  than  all  his 
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dreams ;  a  voice  more  musical  than  a  seraphic 
chorus,  though  it  had  uttered  but  one  thrilling- 
word:  there  came  this  transcendant  creature, 
beaming  with  grace,  beauty,  and  love,  and  had 
fallen  upon  his  heart,  and  called  him  "  Fa- 
ther !  " 

Herbert  looked  up  to  heaven  as  if  waiting 
for  some  fresh  miracle  to  terminate  the  harrow- 
ing suspense  of  his  tortured  mind;  Herbert 
looked  down  upon  his  mysterious  companion ; 
the  rose  was  gradually  returning  to  her  cheek, 
her  lips  seemed  to  tremble  with  reviving  breath. 
There  was  only  one  word  more  strange  to  his 
ear  than  that  which  she  had  uttered,  but  an 
irresistible  impulse  sent  forth  the  sound. 

"  Venetia  !  "  he  exclaimed. 

The  eyes  of  the  maiden  slowly  opened ;  she 
stared  around  her  with  a  vague  glance  of  per- 
plexity, not  unmingled  with  pain;  she  looked 
up;  she  caught  the  rapt  gaze  of  her  father, 
bending  over  her  with  fondness  yet  with  fear ; 
his  lips  moved,  for  a  moment  they   refused  to 
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articulate,  yet  at  length  tliej'  again  uttered — 
**  Venetia  !  "  And  the  only  response  she  made 
was  to  cling  to  him  with  nervous  energy,  and 
hide  her  face  in  his  hosom. 

Herhert  pressed  her  to  his  heart.  Yet  even 
now  he  hesitated  to  credit  the  incredible  union. 
Again  he  called  her  by  her  name,  but  added 
with  rising  confidence,  "  My  Venetia  ! " 

"  Your  child,  your  child,"  she  murmured. 
"  Your  own  Venelia."" 

He  pressed  his  lips  to  hers,  which  it  then  seemed 
they  would  never  again  quit ;  he  breathed  over 
her  a  thousand  blessings ;  she  felt  his  tears 
trickling  on  her  neck. 

At  length  Venetia  looked  up  and  sighed ;  she 
was  exhausted  by  the  violence  of  her  emotions ; 
her  father  relaxed  his  grasp  with  infinite  ten- 
derness, and  watching  her  with  the  most  delicate 
solicitude,  rested  her  on  his  knee;  she  leaned 
her  arm  upon  his  shoulder,  and  sate  with  dowMi- 
cast  eyes. 

Herbert  gently  took  her  disengaged  hand,  and 
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pressed  it  to  bis  lips.  "  I  am  as  in  a  dream,'* 
murmured  Venetia. 

"  The  daughter  of  my  heart  has  found  her 
sire,"  said  Herbert  in  an  impassioned  voice. 
"  The  father  who  has  long  lived  upon  her  fan- 
cied image ;  the  father,  I  fear,  she  has  been  bred 
tip  to  hate." 

*'  Oh  !  no,  no,"  said  Venetia,  speaking  rapidly 
and  with  a  slight  shiver,  "  not  hate ;  it  was  a 
secret,  his  being  was  a  secret,  his  name  was  never 
mentioned  ;  it  was  unknown.'* 

"  A  secret !  My  existence  a  secret  from  my 
child,  my  beautiful,  fond  child !  "  exclaimed 
Herbert  in  a  tone  even  more  desolate  than  bit- 
ter. "  Why  did  they  not  let  you  at  least  hate 
me!" 

"  My  father  ! "  said  Venetia,  in  a  firmer  voice, 
and  with  returning  animation,  yet  gazing  around 
her  with  a  still  distracted  air.  '*  Am  I  with  my 
father?  The  clouds  clear  from  my  brain.  I 
remember  that  we  met.  Where  was  it  ?  Was 
it  at  Arqua  ?     In  the  garden  ?     I  am  with  my 


46  VENETIA. 

father!''  she  continued,  in  a  rapid  tone,  and 
with  a  wild  smile.  "  Oh !  let  me  look  on  him  ! " 
and  she  turned  round,  and  gazed  upon  Herbert 
with  a  serious  scrutiny.  "  Are  you  my  father?" 
she  continued,  in  a  still,  small  voice.  ''-  Your 
hair  has  grown  grey  since  last  I  saw  you  ;  it 
was  golden  then,  like  mine.  I  know  you  are 
my  father,"  she  added,  after  a  pause,  and  in  a 
tone  almost  of  gaiety.  "  You  cannot  deceive 
me.  I  know  your  name.  They  did  not  tell  it 
me ;  I  found  it  out  myself,  but  it  made  me  very 
ill,  very ;  and  I  do  not  think  I  have  ever  been 
well  since,  quite.  You  are  Marmion  Herbert. 
My  mother  had  a  dog  called  Marmion,  when  I 
was  a  little  girl,  but  I  did  not  know  I  had  a 
father  then." 

"  Venetia  ! "  exclaimed  Herbert,  with  stream- 
ing eyes,  as  he  listened  with  anguish  to  these 
incoherent  sentences.     "  My  Venetia  loves  me!'* 

"  Oh  !  she  always  loved  you,"  replied  Vene- 
tia ;  always,  always.  Before  she  knew  her  father 
she  loved  him.     I  dare  say  you  think  I  do  not 
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love  you,  because  I  am  not  used  to  speak  to  a 
father.  Every  thing  must  be  learnt,  you  know," 
she  said,  with  a  faint,  sad  smile;  **  and  then  it 
was  so  sudden  !  I  do  not  think  my  mother 
knows  it  yet.  And  after  all,  though  I  found 
you  out  in  a  moment,  still,  I  know  not  why,  I 
thought  it  was  a  picture.  But  I  read  your 
verses,  and  I  knew  them  by  heart  at  once ;  but 
now  my  memory  has  worn  out,  for  I  am  ill,  and 
every  thing  has  gone  cross  with  me.  And  all 
because  my  father  wrote  me  verses.  'Tis  very 
strange,  is  not  it?" 

*'  Sweet  lamb  of  my  affections,""  exclaimed 
Herbert  to  himself,  "  I  fear  me  much  this  sud- 
den meeting  with  one  from  whose  bosom  you 
ought  never  to  have  been  estranged,  has  been 
for  the  moment  too  great  a  trial  for  this  dehcate 
brain." 

"I  will  not  tell  my  mother,"  said  Venetia; 
"  she  will  be  angry." 

"  Your  mother,  darling,  where  is  vour  mo- 
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ther?"  said  Herbert,  looking,  if  possible,  paler 
than  he  was  wont. 

«'  She  was  at  Arqua  with  nie,  and  on  the  lake 
for  months,  but  where  we  are  now,  I  cannot  say. 
If  I  could  only  remember  where  we  are  now," 
she  added,  with  earnestness,  and  with  a  struggle 
to  collect  herself,  ''  I  should  know  every  thing." 

*'  This  is  Rovigo,  my  child,  the  inn  of  Ro- 
vigo.  You  are  travelling  with  your  mother. 
Is  it  not  so?*" 

"  Yes !  and  we  came  this  morning,  and  it 
rained.  Now  I  know  every  thing,"  said  "S^ene- 
tia,  with  an  animated  and  even  cheerful  air. 

''  And  we  met  in  the  vestibule,  my  sweet,'" 
continued  Herbert,  in  a  soothing  voice;  *'  we 
came  out  of  opposite  chambers,  and  you  knew 
me ;  my  Venetia  knew  me.  Try  to  tell  me,  my 
darling,*'  he  added,  in  a  tone  of  coaxing  fond- 
ness, *'  try  to  remember  how  Venetia  knew  her 
father." 

"  He  was  so  like  his  picture  at  Cherbury,*'  re- 
plied Venetia. 
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"  Cherbury  !''  exclaimed  Herbert,  with  a  de^p 
drawn  sigli. 

"  Only  your  hair  has  grown  grey,  dear  fatlier; 
but  it  is  long,  quite  as  long  as  in  your  picture." 

"  Her  dog  called  Marmion  '"  murmured  Her- 
bert to  himself,  "  and  my  portrait,  too  !  You 
saw  your  father's  portrait,  then,  every  day, 
love?^' 

"Oh,  no!"  said  Venetia,  shaking  her  head, 
''  only  once,  only  once.  And  I  never  told 
mamma.  It  w  as  where  no  one  could  go,  but  I 
went  there  one  day.  It  was  in  a  room  that  no 
one  ever  entered  except  mamma,  but  I  entered 
it.  I  stole  the  key,  and  had  a  fever,  and  in  my 
fever  I  confessed  all.  But  I  never  knew  it. 
Mamma  never  told  me  I  confessed  it,  until 
many,  many  years  afterwards.  It  was  the  first, 
the  only  time  she  ever  mentioned  to  me  your 
name,  my  father." 

"  And  she  told  you  to  shun  me,  to  hate  me? 
She  told  you  I  was  a  villain,  a  profligate,  a 
demon  ?  eh  ?  eh  ?     Was  it  not  so,  Venetia.?  " 
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^'  She  told  me  that  you  had  broken  her 
heart,"  said  Venetia;  *^and  she  prayed  to  God 
that  her  child  might  not  be  so  miserable.'* 

"Oh!  my  Venetia,"'  exclaimed  Herbert,  press- 
ing her  to  his  breast,  and  in  a  voice  stifled  with 
emotion,  "  I  feel,  now,  we  might  have  been 
liappy ! " 

In  the  meantime,  the  prolonged  absence  of  her, 
daughter  surprised  Lady  Annabel.  At  length 
she  rose,  and  walked  into  their  adjoining  apart- 
liient,  but  to  her  surprise  Venetia  was  not  there. 
Returning  to  her  saloon,  she  found  Pauncefort 
and  the  w  aiter  arranging  the  table  for  dinner. 
.  '* Where  is  Miss  Herbert,  Pauncefort?*"  en- 
quired Lady  Annabel. 

*'  I  am  sure,  my  lady,  I  cannot  say.  I  have 
UO  doubt  she  is  in  the  other  room." 

"She  is  not  there,  for  I  have  just  quitted  it," 
replied  Lady  Annabel.  "  How  very  strange ! 
You  have  not  seen  the  Signora,"  enquired  Lady 
Annabel,  of  the  waiter. 

'*  The  Si^nora  is  in  the  room  with  tlie  gen- 
tleman." 
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"The  gentleman !"  exclaimed  Lady  Anna- 
bel. ''  Tell  me,  good  man,  what  do  you  mean  ? 
I  am  enquiring  for  my  daughter  I" 

"  I  know  well  the  Signora  is  talking  of  her 
daughter,"  replied  the  waiter. 
.    *'  But  do  you  know  my  daughter  by  sight  ? 
Surely  you  must  mean  some  one  else." 

**  Do  I  know  the  Signora's  daughter  !'"*  said 
the  waiter.  "  The  beautiful  young  lady,  with 
hair  like  Santa  Marguerita,  in  the  church  of  the 
Holy  Trinity  !  I  tell  the  Signora,  I  saw  her 
carried  into  numero  4,  in  the  arms  of  the  Signor 
Forestiere,  who  arrived  this  morning." 

"  Venetia  is  ill,"  said  Lady  Annabel.  "Show 
me  to  the  room,  my  friend." 

Lady  Annabel  accordingly,  with  a  hurried 
step,  following  her  guide,  quitted  the  chamber. 
Pauncefort  remained  fixed  to  the  earth,  the  very 
picture  of  perplexity. 

'*  Well,  to  be  sure!/''  she  exclaimed,    "was 
any  thing   ever    so   strange !     Li   the  arms   of 
Signor  Forestiere  !      Forestiere !     An   English 
D  2 
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name.  There  is  no  person  of  the  name  of  Forest 
t^iat  I  know.  And  in  his  arms,  too  !  I  should 
not  wonder  if  it  was  my  lord  after  all.  ^^'ell,  I 
should  be  glad  if  he  were  to  come  to  light  again, 
for,  after  all,  my  lady  may  say  what  she  likes, 
but  if  Miss  Venetia  don't  marry  Lord  Cadurcis, 
I  must  say  marriages  were  never  made  in 
heaven!" 
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CHAPTER  V. 

The  waiter  threw  open  the  door  of  ]\Ir. 
Herbert's  chamber,  and  Lady  Annabel  swept  in 
with  a  majesty  she  generally  assumed  when 
about  to  meet  strangers.  The  first  thing  she 
beheld  was  her  daughter  in  the  arms  of  a  man, 
whose  head  w^as  bent,  and  who  was  embracing 
lier.  Notwithstanding  this  astounding  spectacle, 
Lady  Annabel  neither  started  nor  screamed ;  she 
only  said  in  an  audible  tone,  and  one  rather  ex- 
pressing astonishment  than  agitation, ''  Venetia!" 

Immediately  the  stranger  looked  up,  and  Lady 
Annabel  beheld  her  husband  ! 

She  was  rooted  to  the  earth.  She  turned 
deadly  pale;    for   a    moment,   her  countenance 
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expressed  only  terror,  but  the  terror  quickly 
changed  into  aversion.  Suddenly  she  rushed 
forward,  and  exclaimed  in  a  tone  in  which  deci- 
sion conquered  dismay,  ''  Restore  me  my  child  I" 

The  moment  Herbert  had  recognised  his  wife, 
he  had  dexterously  disengaged  himself  from  the 
grasp  of  Venetia,  whom  he  left  on  the  chair,  and 
meeting  Lady  Annabel  with  extended  arms,  that 
seemed  to  deprecate  her  wrath,  he^said,  ''  I  seek 
not  to  deprive  you  of  her :  she  is  yours  and  she 
is  worthy  of  you  ;  but  respect  for  a  few  moments 
the  feelings  of  a  father  who  has  met  his  only 
child  in  a  manner  so  unforeseen/'        / 

The  presence  of  her  mother  instantaneously 
restored  Venetia  to  herself.  Her  mind  was  in  a 
moment  cleared  and  settled.  Her  past  and  pe- 
culiar life,  and  all  its  incidents,  recurred  to  her 
with  their  accustomed  order,  vividness,  and 
truth.  She  thoroughly  comprehended  her  pre- 
sent situation.  Actuated  by  long  cherished  feel- 
ings and  the  necessity  of  the  occasion,  she  rose 
and   threw  herself    at    her    mother^s    feet   and 


venetia;  S$ 

exclaimed,  **  O  !  mother,  he  is  my  father,  love 
him !" 

Lady  Annabel  stood  with  an  averted  coun- 
tenance,  Venetia  clinging  to  her  hand,  which  she 
had  caught  when  she  rushed  forward,  and  whicl^ 
now  fell  passive  by  Lady  Annabel's  side,  giving 
no  sign,  by  any  pressure  or  motion,  of  the  slightest 
sympathy  with  her  daughter,  or  feeling  for  the 
strange  and  agonising  situation  in  which  they 
were  both  placed.  o 

"Annabel,"  said  Herbert,  in  a  voice  that 
trembled,  though  the  speaker  struggled  to  ap- 
pear calm,  "  be  charitable !  I  have  never  in- 
truded upon  your  privacy  ;  I  will  not  now  out- 
rage it.  Accident,  or  some  diviner  motive,  lias 
brought  us  together  this  day.  If  you  will  not 
treat  me  with  kindness,  look  not  upon  me  with 
aversion  before  our  child." 
.  Still  she  was  silent  and  motionless,  her  coun- 
tenance hidden  from  her  husband  and  hea.- 
daughter,  but  her  erect  and  haughty  form  be- 
tokening  her    inexorable   mind.      "  Annabel^" 
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said  Herbertj  who  had  now  withdrawn  to  some 
distance,  and  leant  against  a  pillar,  '•  will  not 
then  nearly  twenty  years  of  desolation  purchase 
one  moment  of  intercourse  !  I  have  injured 
you.  Be  it  so.  This  is  not  the  moment  I  will 
defend  myself.  But  Lave  I  not  suffered  ?  Is 
jiot  this  meeting  a  punishment  deeper  even  than 
your  vengeance  could  devise  ?  Is  it  nothing  to 
behold  this  beautiful  child,  and  feel  that  she  is 
only  yours?  Annabel,  look  on  me,  look  on  me 
only  one  moment !  My  frame  is  bowed,  my 
hair  is  grey,  my  heart  is  withered  ;  the  principle 
of  existence  waxes  faint  and  slack  in  this  atte- 
nuated frame.  I  am  no  longer  that  Herbert  on 
whom  you  once  smiled,  but  a  man  stricken  with 
many  sorrows.  The  odious  conviction  of  my 
life  cannot  long  haunt  you ;  yet  a  little  while, 
and  my  memory,  will  alone  remain.  Think  of 
this,  Annabel,  I  beseech  you  think  of  it.  Oh  ! 
believe  me,  when  the  speedy  hour  arrives,  that 
will  consign  me  to  the  grave,  where  I  shall  at 
least  find  peace,  it  Avill  not  be  utterly  without 
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satisfaction  that  you  will  remember  that  we  met 
if  even  by  accident,  and  parted  at  least  not 
with  harshness!" 

**  Mother,  dearest  mother  !'*  murmured  Ve- 
netia,  "  speak  to  him,  look  on  him  !"** 

''  Venetia,"  said  her  mother,  without  turning 
her  head,  but  in  a  calm,  firm  tone,  "  your  father 
has  seen  you,  has  conversed  with  you.  J3etween 
your  father  and  myself,  there  can  be  nothing  to 
communicate,  either  of  fact  or  feeling.  Now  let 
us  depart.'* 

"  No,  no,  not  depart !"  said  Venetia,  franticly. 
"  You  did  not  say  depart,  dear  mother  !  I  can- 
not go,"  she  added  in  a  low  and  half  hysterical 
voice. 

"Desert  me  then,''  said  the  mother.  "A 
fitting  consequence  of  your  private  communica- 
tions with  your  father,"*'  she  added  in  a  tone  of 
bitter  scorn ;  and  Lady  Annabel  moved  to  de- 
part, but  Venetia,  still  kneeling,  clung  to  her 
convulsively. 

**  Mother,   mother,  you    shall   not  go;    you 

D   S 


3$,  y'ENEXIA^- 

sball  not  leave  me  ;  we;  will  never  part,  mother,'^ 
continued  Venetia,  in  a  tone  almost  of  violence, 
as  she  perceived  her  mother  give  no  indication 
of  yielding  to  her  wish.  ''  Are  my  feelings 
then  nothing?"  she  then  exclaimed.  "Is  this  your 
sense  of  my  fidelity?  Am  I  for  ever  to  be  a 
victim  ?"  She  loosened  her  hold  of  her  mother's 
hand,  her  mother  moved  on,  Venetia  fell  upon  hex 
forehead  and  uttered  a  faint  scream.  The  heart  of 
Lady  Annabel  relented  when  she  fancied  her 
daughter  suffered  physical  pain,  however  slight ; 
she  hesitated,  she  turned,  she  hastened  to  her 
child  ;  her  husband  had  simultaneously  advanced  ; 
in  the  rapid  movement  and  confusion  her  hand 
touched  that  of  Herbert. 

"  I  yield  her  to  you,  Annabel,"  said  Herbert, 
placing  Venetia  in  her  mother's  arms.  "  You 
mistake  me,  as  you  have  often  mistaken  me,  if 
you  think  I  seek  to  practise  on  the  feelings  of 
this  angelic  child.  She  is  yours;  may  she  com- 
pensate to  you  for  the  misery  I  have  caused 
you,  but  never  sought  to  occasion." 
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"  I  am  not  hurt,  dear  mother,"  said  Venetiff^ 
as  her  mother  tenderly  examined  lier  forehead. 
-''  Dear,  dear,  mother,  why  did  you  reproach 
me  r 

*'  Forget  it/'  said  Lady  Annabel,  in  a  softened 
tone;  "for  indeed  you  are  irreproachable/'       > 

''  O !  Annabel,''  said  Herbert,  "  may  not  this 

child    be    some    atonement this    child,    of 

whom  I  solemnly  declare  I  would  not  deprive 
you,  though  I  would  willingly  forfeit  my  life 
for  a  year  of  her  affection;  and  your — your 
sufferance,"  he  added. 

"  Mother  !  speak  to  him,*'  said  Venetia, 
with  her  head  on  her  mother's  bosom,  who 
still,  however,  remained  rigidly  standing.  But 
Lady  Annabel  was  silent. 

"  Your  mother  was  ever  stern  and  cold,  ^"e- 
netia,"  said  Herbert,  the  bitterness  of  his  heart 
at  length  expressing  itself. 

''  Never,"  said  Venetia,  with  great  energy, 
^' never  ;  you  know  not  my  mother.     Was  she 
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Stern  and  cold  when  she  visited  each  night  in 
secret  your  portrait  ?"  said  Venetia,  looking 
round  upon  her  astonished  father,  with  her 
bright  grey  eye.  "  Was  she  stern  and  cold  when 
she  wept  over  your  poems — those  poems  whose 
characters  your  own  hand  had  traced  ?  Was  she 
stern  and  cold  when  she  hung  a  withered  wreath 
on  your  bridal  bed,  the  bed  to  which  I  owe  my 
miserable  being?  Oh  !  no,  my  father;  sad  was 
the  hour  of  separation  for  my  mother  and  your- 
self. It  may  have  dimmed  the  lustre  of  her  eye, 
and  shaded  your  locks  with  premature  grey,  but 
whatever  may  have  been  its  inscrutable  cause, 
there  was  one  victim  of  that  dark  hour,  less 
thought  of  than  yourselves,  and  yet  a  greater 
sufferer  than  both,  the  being  in  whose  heart  you 
implanted  affections  whose  unfulfilled  tender- 
ness has  made  that  wretched  thing  they  call  your 
daughter." 

"Annabel!'"*    exclaimed  Herbert,  rapidly  ad- 
vancing, with  an  imploring  gesture,  and  speak- 
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ing  in  a  tone  of  infinite   anguish,  *'  Annabe], 
Annabel,  even  now  we  can  be  happy  !'* 

The  countenance  of  his  wife  was  troubled,  but 
its  stern  expression  had  disappeared.  The  long 
concealed,  yet  at  length  irrepressible  emotion  of 
Venetia,  had  touched  her  heart.  In  the  con- 
flict of  affection  between  the  claims  of  lier  two 
parents.  Lady  Annabel  had  observed  with  a  sen- 
timent of  sweet  emotion,  in  spite  of  all  the  fear- 
fulness  of  the  meeting,  that  Venetia  had  not 
faltered  in  her  devotion  to  her  mother.  The 
mental  torture  of  her  child  touched  her  to  the 
quick.  In  the  excitement  of  her  anguish,  Ve- 
netia had  expressed  a  profound  sentiment,  the 
irresistible  truth  of  which  Lady  Annabel  could 
no  longer  withstand.  She  had  too  long  and  too 
fondly  schooled  herself  to  look  upon  the  outraged 
wife  as  the  only  victim.  There  was  then,  at 
length  it  appeared  even  to  this  stern -minded 
woman,  another.  She  had  laboured  in  the 
flattering  delusion  that  the  devotion  of  a  mo- 
ther's love  might  compensate  to  Venetia  for  the 
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loss  of  that  other  parent,  which  in  some  degree 
Lady  Annabel  had  occasioned  her:  for  the 
worthless  husband,  had  she  chosen  to  tolerate 
the  degrading  connection,  might  nevertheless 
have  proved  a  tender  father.  But  Nature,  it 
seemed,  had  shrunk  from  the  vain  effort  of  the 
isolated  mother.  The  seeds  of  affection  for  the 
father  of  her  being  were  mystically  implanted  in 
the  bosom  of  his  child.  Lady  Annabel  re^ 
called  the  harrowing  hours  that  this  attempt  by 
her  to  curb  and  control  the  natural  course  and 
rising  sympathies  of  filial  love,  had  cost  her  child, 
on  whom  she  had  so  vigilantly  practised  it. 
She  recalled  her  strange  aspirations,  her  inspired 
curiosity,  her  brooding  reveries,  her  fitful  me-' 
lancholy,  her  terrible  illness,  her  resignation, 
her  fidelity,  her  sacrifices — there  came  across 
the  mind  of  Lady  Annabel  a  mortifying  convic- 
tion that  the  devotion  to  her  child,  on  which 
she  had  so  rated  herself,  might  after  all  only 
prove  a  subtle  form  of  profound  selfishness;  and 
that  Venetia,  instead  of  being  the  idol  of  her 
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love^  might  eventually  be  the  martyr  of  her 
pride.  And,  thinking  of  these  things,  she  wept. 
This  evidence  of  emotion,  which  in  such  a 
spirit  Herbert  knew  how  to  estimate,  emboli 
dened  him  to  advance ;  he  fell  on  one  knee  before 
her  and  her  daughter ;  gently  he  stole  her  hand, 
and  pressed  it  to  his  lips.  It  was  not  with* 
drawn,  and  Venetia  laid  her  hand  upon  theirsi, 
and  would  have  bound  them  together,  had 
her  mother  been  relentless.  It  seemed  to  Vene- 
tia that  she  was  at  length  happy,  but  she  would 
not  speak,  she  would  not  disturb  the  still  and 
silent  bliss  of  the  impending  reconciliation. 
Was  it  then  indeed  at  hand?  In  truth  the 
deportment  of  Herbert  throughout  the  whole 
interview,  so  delicate,  so  subdued,  so  studiously 
avoiding  the  slightest  rivalry  with  his  wife  in 
the  affections  of  their  child,  and  so  carefully  ab- 
staining from  attempting  in  the  slightest  degree 
to  control  the  feelings  of  Venetia,  had  not  been 
lost  upon  Lady  Annabel.  And  when  she 
thought  of  him,  so  changed  from  what  he  had 
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been,  grey,  bent,  and  careworn,  with  all  the  lus- 
tre that  had  once  so  fascinated  her,  faded,  and 
talking  of  that  impending  fate  which  his  wan 
though  spiritual  countenance  too  clearly  inti- 
mated, her  heart  melted. 

Suddenly  the  door  burst  open,  and  there 
stalked  into  the  room,  a  woman  of  eminent  but 
most  graceful  stature,  and  of  a  most  sovereign 
and  voluptuous  beauty.  She  was  habited  in  the 
Venetian  dress;  her  dark  eyes  glittered  with 
fire,  her  cheek  was  inflamed  with  no  amiable 
emotion,  and  her  long  black  hair  was  disordered 
by  the  violence  of  her  gesture. 

*'  And  who  are  these  ?"  she  exclaimed  in  a 
shrill  voice. 

All  started — Herbert  sprang  up  from  his  posi- 
tion with  a  glance  of  withering  rage.  Venetia 
was  perplexed.  Lady  Annabel  looked  round, 
and  recognised  the  identical  face,  however  dis- 
torted by  passion,  that  she  had  admired  in  the 
portrait  at  Arqua. 

'*  And  who  are  these?'*  exclaimed  the  intruder. 
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advancing.    *' Perfidious  Marmion  !  to  whom  do 
you  dare  to  kneel  ?  " 

Lady  Annabel  drew  herself  up  to  a  height 
tliat  seemed  to  look  down  even  upon  this  tall 
stranger.  The  expression  of  majestic  scorn 
that  she  cast  upon  the  intruder  made  her,  in 
spite  of  all  her  violence  and  excitement,  tremble 
and  be  silent ;  she  felt  cowed  she  knew  not  why. 

"  Come,  Venetia,"  said  Lady  Annabel  with 
all  her  usual  composure,  *^  let  me  save  my 
daughter  at  least  from  this  profanation." 

*'  Annabel !"  said  Herbert,  rushing  after  them. 
"Be  charitable,  be  just!"'  He  followed  them 
to  the  threshold  of  the  door ;  Venetia  was  silent, 
for  she  was  alarmed. 

"Adieu!  Marmion!"  said  Lady  Annabel, 
looking  over  her  shoulder  with  a  bitter  smile, 
but  placing  her  daughter  before  her,  as  if  to 
guard  her.     ''  Adieu,  Marmion,  adieu  for  ever  !  " 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

The  moon  shone  brightly  on  the  house  of 
Petrarch,  and  tlie  hamlet  slept  in  peace.  Not  a 
sound  was  heard,  save  the  shrill  voice  of  the  grass- 
hoppers, so  incessant  that  its  monotony  blended, 
as  it  were,  with  the  stillness.  Over  the  green 
hills,  and  the  far  expanse  of  the  sheeny  plain, 
the  beautiful  light  of  heaven  fell  with  all  the 
magical  repose  of  the  serene  hour — an  hour  that 
brought  to  one  troubled  breast,  and  one  dis- 
tracted spirit,  in  that  still  and  simple  village,  no 
quietude, 

Herbert  came  forth  into  the  balcony  of  his 
residence,  and  leaning  over  the  balustrade,  re- 
volved  in  his  agitated   mind   the  strange  and 
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stirring  incidents  of  tlie  day.  His  wife  and  his 
child  had  quitted  the  inn  of  Rovigo  instantly 
after  that  mortifying  rencounter,  that  had 
dashed  so  cruelly  to  the  ground  all  his  sweet  and 
quickly  rising  hopes.  As  for  his  companion, 
she  had  by  his  peremptory  desire  returned  to 
Arqua  alone ;  he  was  not  in  a  mood  to  endure 
her  society,  but  he  had  conducted  himself  to  her 
mildly,  though  with  firmness  ;  he  had  promised 
to  follow  her,  and  in  pursuance  of  his  pledge, 
he  rode  home  alone. 

He  was  greeted  on  his  return  by  his  servant^ 
full  of  the  visit  of  the  morning.  With  an  irre- 
sistible curiosity,  Herbert  had  made  him  de- 
scribe every  incident  that  had  occurred,  and 
repeat  a  hundred  times  every  word  that  the 
visiters  had  uttered.  He  listened  with  some 
consolation,  however  mournful,  to  his  wife's 
praises  of  the  unknown  stranger's  life ;  he  gazed 
upon  with  witching  interest  the  autograph  of 
his  daughter  on  the  wall  of  his  library.  He 
had  not  confessed  to  his   mistress  the  relation 
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which  the  two  strangers  bore  to  him  ;  yet  he  was 
influenced  in  conceahng  the  real  circumstances, 
only  by  an  indefinite  sentiment,  that  made  him 
reluctant  to  acknowledge  to  her,  ties  so  [)ure. 
The  feelings  of  the  parent  overpowered  the  prin- 
ciples of  the  philosopher.  Tliis  lady  indeed, 
although  at  the  moment  she  had  indulged  in  so 
violent  an  ebullition  of  temper,  possessed  little 
influence  over  the  mind  of  her  companion.  Her- 
bert, however  fond  of  solitude,  required  in  his 
restricted  world  the  graceful  results  of  feminine 
superintendence.  Time  had  stilled  his  passions, 
and  cooled  the  fervour  of  his  soul.  The  age  of 
his  illusions  had  long  past.  This  was  a  connec- 
tion that  had  commenced  in  no  extravagant  or 
romantic  mood,  and  perhaps  for  that  reason  had 
endured.  He  had  become  acquainted  with 
her  on  his  first  unknown  arrival  in  Italy,  from 
America,  now  nearly  two  years  back.  It  liad 
been  maintained  op  his  side  by  a  temper  natu- 
rally very  sweet,  and  which,  exhausted  by  years 
of  violent  emotion,  now  required  only  repose; 
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seeking,  indeed,  in  a  female  friend,  a  form  that 
should   not  outrage  an  eye  ever  musing  on  the 
beautiful,  and  a  disposition  that  should  contri- 
bute to  his  comfort,  and  never  ruffle  his  feehng<5. 
Separated  from  his  wife  by  her  own  act,  what- 
ever might  have  been  its  impulse,  and  for   so 
long  an  interval,  it  was  a  connection  which  the 
Morld  in  general  must  have  looked  upon  with  cha- 
rity, which  in  her  calmer  hours  one  would  imagine 
even  Lady   Annabel  might  have  glanced  over 
without  much  bitterness.     Certainly  it  was  one 
which,  under  all  the  circumstances  of  the  case, 
could  scarcely  be  esteemed  by  her  as  an  outrage 
or  an  insult ;  but  even  Herbert  felt,  with  all  his 
philosophy  and  proud  freedom  from  prejudice, 
that  the  rencounter  of  the   morning   was   one 
which  no  woman  could  at  the  moment  tolerate, 
few  eventually  excuse,  and  which  of  all  incidents 
was  that   which  would  most    tend   to  confirm 
his  wife  in  her  stoical  obduracy.     Of  his  oifences 
towards   her,    whatever   were  their  number  or 
their  quality,  this  surely  was  the  least,  and  yet 
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its  results  upon  bis  life  and  fortunes  would  in  all 
probability  only  be  equalled  by  the  mysterious 
cause  that  had  led  to  their  original  separation. 
But  bow  much  more  bitter  than  that  original 
separation  was  their  present  parting  !  Mortify- 
ing and  annoying  as  had  been  the  original 
occurrence,  it  was  one  that  many  causes  and 
considerations  combined  to  enable  Herbert  to 
support.  He  was  then  in  the  very  prime  of 
youth,  very  inexperienced,  sanguine,  restless, 
and  adventurous,  with  the  whole  world  and  its 
unknown  results  before  him,  and  freedom  for 
which  he  ever  sighed  to  compensate  for  the  loss 
of  that  domestic  joy  that  he  was  then  unable  to 
appreciate.  But  now  twenty  years,  which  in  the 
career  of  such  a  spirit  were  equal  to  a  century  of 
the  existence  of  coarser  clay,  had  elapsed ;  he 
was  bowed  with  thought  and  suffering,  if  not  by 
time ;  his  conscience  was  light,  but  it  was  sad  ; 
bis  illusions  had  all  vanished  ;  he  knew  the 
world  and  all  that  the  world  could  bring,  and  lie 
disregarded   them  ;    ami    the    result  of  all   his 
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profound  study,  lofty  aspirations,  and  great  con- 
duct was,  that  he  sighed  for  rest.  The  original 
catastrophe  had  been  merely  a  separation  be- 
tween a  husband  and  a  wife  :  the  one  that  had 
just  happened,  involved  other  feelings;  the 
father  was  also  separated  from  his  child — and  a 
child  of  such  surpassing  qualities,  that  his  brief 
acquaintance  with  her  had  alone  sufficed  to  con- 
vert his  dream  of  domestic  repose  into  a  vision 
of  domestic  bliss. 

Beautiful  Venetia  !  So  fair,  and  yet  so  duti- 
ful ;  with  a  bosom  teeming  with  such  exquisite 
sensibilities,  and  a  mind  bright  with  such  acute 
and  elevated  intelligence  !  An  abstract  concep- 
tion of  the  sentiments  that  might  subsist  between 
a  father  and  a  daughter,  heightened  by  all  the 
devices  of  a  glowing  imagination,  had  haunted 
indeed  occasionally  the  solitary  musings  of  Mar- 
mion  Herbert ;  but  what  was  this  creation  of  his 
poetic  brain,  compared  with  the  reality  that  now 
liad  touched  his  human  heart  ?  Vainly  had  he 
believed  tliat  repose  was   the  only  solace  that 
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remained  for  his  exhausted  spirit.  He  found 
that  a  new  passion  now  swayed  his  soul ;  a  pas- 
sion, too,  that  he  had  never  proved  ;  of  a  nature 
most  pecuhar  ;  pure,  gentle,  refined,  yet  ravishing 
and  irresistible,  compared  with  which  all  former 
transports,  no  matter  how  violent,  tumultuous, 
and  exciting,  seemed  evanescent  and  superficial : 
they  were  indeed  the  wind,  the  fire,  and  the 
tempest  that  had  gone  before,  but  this  was  the 
still  small  voice  that  followed,  excelled,  and 
survived  their  might  and  majesty,  unearthly  and 
eternal ! 

His  heart  melted  to  his  daughter,  nor  did  he 
care  to  live  without  her  love  and  presence.  His 
philosophical  theories  all  vanished.  He  felt  how 
dependent  we  are  in  this  world  on  our  natural  ties, 
and  how  limited,  with  all  his  arrogance,  is  the 
sphere  of  man.  Dreaming  of  j^hilanthropy,  he 
had  broken  his  wife's  heart,  and  bruised,  perhaps 
irreparably,  the  spirit  of  his  child  ;  he  had  ren- 
dered those  miserable  who  depended  on  his  love, 
and  for  whose  affection  his  heart  now  yearned  to 
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that  degree,  tliat  lie  could  not  contemplate  exist- 
ence without  their  active  sympathy. 

Was  it  then  too  late  ?  Was  it  then  impossible 
to  regain  that  Paradise  he  had  forfeited  so  weakly, 
and  of  whose  amaranthine  bowers,  but  a  few 
hours  since  he  had  cauo;ht  such  an  entrancinfj 
glimpse,  of  which  the  gate  for  a  moment  seemed 
about  to  re-open  ?  In  spite  of  all,  then,  Annabel 
still  loved  him — loved  him  passionately,  visited 
his  picture,  mused  over  the  glowing  expression 
of  their  loves,  wept  over  the  bridal  bed  so  soon 
deserted !  She  had  a  dog  too  when  Venetia 
was  a  child,  and  called  it  Marmion. 

The  recollection  of  this  little  trait,  so  trifling, 
yet  so  touching,  made  him  weep  even  with  wild- 
ness.  The  tears  poured  down  his  cheeks  in 
torrents,  he  sobbed  convulsively,  his  very  heart 
seemed  to  burst.  For  some  minutes  he  leant 
over  the  balustrade  in  a  paroxysm  of  grief. 

He  looked  up.  The  convent  hill  rose  before 
ijim,  bright  in  the  moon  ;  beneath  was  his  gar- 
den ;  around  him  the  humble  roofs  that  he  made 
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happy.  It  was  not  without  an  effort  that  he  re- 
called the  locality — that  he  remembered  he  was 
at  Arqua.  And  who  was  sleeping  within  the 
house?  Not  his  wife — Annabel  was  far  away 
with  their  daughter.  The  vision  oi  his  whole 
life  passed  before  him.  Study  and  strife,  and 
fame  and  love ;  the  pride  of  the  philosopher,  tlie 
rapture  of  the  poet,  the  blaze  of  eloquence,  the 
clash  of  arms,  the  vow^s  of  passion,  the  execra- 
tion and  the  applause  of  millions;  both  once 
alike  w^elcome  to  his  indomitable  soul !  And 
what  had  they  borne  to  him  ?  Misery.  He 
called  up  the  image  of  his  wife,  young,  beauti- 
ful, and  noble,  with  a  mind  capable  of  compre- 
hending his  loftiest  and  his  finest  moods,  with  a 
soul  of  matchless  purity,  and  a  temper  whose 
^vinning  tenderness  had  only  been  equalled  by 
her  elevated  sense  of  self-respect ;  a  woman  that 
might  have  figured  in  the  days  of  chivalry,  soft 
enough  to  be  his  slave,  but  too  proud  to  be  his 
victim.  He  called  up  her  image  in  the  castle  of 
his  fathers,  exercising  in  a  domain   worthy  of 
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such  a  mistress,  all  those  sweet  offices  of  life 
which,  here,  in  this  hired  roof  in  a  strange  land, 
and  with  his  crippled  means,  he  had  yet  found 
solacing.  He  conjtured  before  him  a  bud  by 
the  side  of  that  beauteous  flower,  sharing  all 
her  lustre  and  all  her  fragrance — his  own  Vene- 
tia  !  What  happiness  might  not  have  been  his  ! 
And  for  what  had  he  forfeited  it  ?  A  dream, 
with  no  dream-like  beauty;  a  perturbed,  and 
restless,  and  agitated  dream,  from  which  he  had 
now  woke  shattered  and  exhausted. 

He  had  sacrificed  his  fortune,  he  had  forfeited 
his  country,  he  had  alienated  his  wife,  and  he 
had  lost  his  child :  the  home  of  his  heroic  an- 
cestry, the  ancient  land  whose  fame  and  powder 
they  had  created,  the  beauteous  and  gifted 
woman  who  would  have  clun<j  for  ever  to  his 
bosom,  and  her  transcendent  offspring  worthy  of 
all  their  loves  !     Profound  philosopher ! 

The  clock  of  the  convent  struck  the  second 
hour  after  midnight.      Herbert  started.     And 
all  this  time  where  were  Annabel  and  Venetia  ? 
E  2 
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They  still  lived,  they  were  in  the  same  country, 
an  hour  ago  they  were  under  the  same  roof,  in 
the  same  chamber ;  their  hands  had  joined,  their 
hearts  had  opened,  for  a  moment  he  had  dared 
to  believe  that  all  that  he  cared  for  might  be  re- 
gained. And  why  was  it  not?  The  cause — 
the  cause?  It  recurred  to  him  with  associations 
of  dislike,  of  disgust,  of  wrath,  of  hatred,  of  which 
one  whose  heart  was  so  tender,  and  whose  reason 
was  so  clear,  could  under  the  influence  of  no 
other  feelings  have  been  capable.  The  sur- 
rounding scene,  that  had  so  often  soothed  his 
mournful  soul,  and  connected  it  with  the  last 
hours  of  a  spirit  to  whom  he  bore  much  resem- 
blance, was  now  looked  upon  with  aversion..  To 
I'id  himself  of  ties,  now  so  dreadful,  was  all  his 
ambition.  He  entered  the  house  quickly,  and, 
seating  himself  in  his  closet,  he  wrote  these 
words  :— 

"You  beheld  this  morning  my  wife  and 
child ;  we  can  meet  no  more.  All  that  I  can 
effect  to  console  you  under  this  sudden  separa- 
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tion  shall  be  done.  My  banker  from  Bologna 
will  be  here  in  two  days ;  express  to  him  all 
your  wishes." 

It  was  written,  sealed,  directed,  and  left  upon 
the  table  at  which  they  had  so  often  been  seated. 
Herbert  descended  into  the  garden,  saddled  his 
horse,  and  in  a  few  minutes,  in  the  heart  of 
night,  had  quitted  Arqua. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


We  must  now  return  to  Lady  Annabel  and  her 
unhappy  daughter.  The  moment  that  the  wife  of 
Marmion  Herbert  re-entered  her  saloon,  she  sent 
for  her  courier,  and  ordered  horses  to  her  car- 
riage instantly.  Until  they  were  announced  as 
ready.  Lady  Annabel  walked  up  and  do^^  n  the 
room  with  an  impatient  step,  but  was  as  com- 
pletely silent  as  the  miserable  Venetia,  who  re- 
mained weeping  on  the  sofa.  The  confusion 
and  curiosity  of  Mistress  Pauncefort  were  ex- 
traordinary. She  still  had  a  lurking  suspicion 
that  the  gentleman  was  Lord  Cadurcis,  and  she 
seized  the  first  opportunity  of  leaving  the  room, 
and  flouncing  into  that  of  the  stranger,  as  if  by 
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mistake,  determined  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  him ; 
but  all  her  notable  skill  was  baffled,  for  she  had 
scarcely  opened  the  door  before  she  was  met  by 
the  Italian  lady,  who  received  Mistress  Paunce- 
fort's  ready-made  apology,  and  bowed  her  away. 
The  faithful  attendant  then  hurried  down  stairs 
to  cross-examine  the  waiter,   but,    though    she 
gained  considerable  information  from  that  func- 
tionary, it  was  of  a  very  perplexing  nature  ;  for 
from  him  she  only  learnt  that  the  stranger  lived 
at  Arqua.     "  The  German  gentleman  !""  solilo- 
quised Mistress  Pauncefort ;  "  and  what  could 
he  have  to  say  to  Miss  Venetia !     And  a  married 
man,  too !     Well,    to  be   sure  there  is  nothing 
like  travelling   for   adventures  I     And    I  must 
say,  considering  all  that  I  know,  and  how  I  have 
held  my  tongue  for  nearly  twenty  years,  I  think 
it  is  very  strange  indeed  of  my  lady  to  have  any 
secrets    from    me.      Secrets,    indeed  !      Poh  !  " 
and    Mistress   Pauncefort    flounced   again   into 
Lady  Annabel's  room,  with  a  face  of  offended 
pride,  knocking  the  books  about,  dashing  down 
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writing- cases,  tossing  about  work,  and  making 
as  much  noise  and  disturbance  as  if  she  had  a 
separate  quarrel  with  every  single  article  under 
her  superintendance. 

In  the  mean  time,  the  carriage  was  prepared, 
to  which  they  were  obliged  almost  to  carry  Ve- 
netia;  not,  indeed,  that  she  made  any  resist- 
ance to  their  departure, — she  appeared  feeble 
and  stupified  witli  grief.  Uncertain  of  her 
course,  but  anxious  in  the  present  state  of  her 
daughter,  for  rest  and  quiet.  Lady  Annabel  or- 
dered the  courier  to  proceed  to  Padua,  at  which 
city  they  arrived  late  at  night,  scarcely  a  word 
having  been  interchanged  during  the  whole 
journey  between  Lady  Annabel  and  her  child, 
though  infinite  were  the  soft  and  soothing  atten- 
tions which  the  mother  lavished  upon  her. 
Night,  however,  brought  no  rest  to  Venetia ; 
and  the  next  day,  her  state  appeared  so  alarming 
to  Lady  Annabel,  that  she  would  have  instantly 
summoned  medical  assistance,  had  not  it  been 
for  Venetia's  strong  objections.     "  Indeed,  dear 
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mother,^'  she  said,  *'  it  is  not  physicians  that  I 
require.  They  cannot  cure  me.  Let  me  be 
quiet." 

The  same  cause,  indeed,  which  during  the 
last  five  years  had  at  intervals  so  seriously  me- 
naced the  existence  of  this  unhappy  girl,  was 
now  at  work  with  renovated  and  even  irresist- 
ible influence.  Her  frame  could  no  longer  en- 
dure the  fatal  action  of  her  over-e:jicited  nerves. 
Her  first  illness,  however  alarming,  had  been 
baffled  by  time,  skill,  and  principally  by  the 
vigour  of  an  extremely  youthful  frame,  then  a 
stranger  to  any  serious  indisposition.  At  a  later 
period,  the  change  of  life  induced  by  their  resi- 
dence at  Weymouth  had  permitted  her  again  to 
rally.  She  had  quitted  England  with  renewed 
symptoms  of  her  former  attack,  but  a  still  more 
powerful  change,  not  only  of  scene,  but  of  cli- 
mate and  country,  and  tlie  regular  and  peaceful 
life  she  had  led  on  the  Lago  Maggiore,  had 
again  reassured  the  mind  of  her  anxious  mother. 
This  last  adventure  at  Rovigo,  however,  pro- 
E  3 
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strated  her.  The  strange  surprise,  the  violent 
development  of  feeling,  the  agonising  doubts 
and  hopes,  the  terrible  suspense,  the  profound 
and  bitter  and  overwhelming  disappointment, 
all  combined  to  shake  her  mind  to  its  very 
foundations.  She  felt  for  the  first  time,  that 
she  could  no  longer  bear  up  against  the  torture 
of  her  singular  position.  Her  energy  was  en- 
tirely exhausted ;  she  was  no  longer  capable  of 
making  the  slightest  exertion  ;  she  took  refuge 
in  that  torpid  resignation  that  results  from  utter 
hopelessness. 

Lying  on  her  sofa,  with  her  eyes  fixed  in 
listless  abstraction,  the  scene  at  Rovigo  flitted 
unceasingly  before  her  languid  vision.  At 
length  she  had  seen  that  father,  that  unknown 
nnd  mysterious  father,  whose  idea  had  haunted 
her  infancy  as  if  by  inspiration ;  to  gain  the 
slightest  knowledge  of  whom  had  cost  her  such 
long  and  acute  suffering;  and  round  whose 
image  for  so  many  years  every  thought  of  her 
intelligence,  and  every  feeling  of  her  heart,  had 
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clustered  like  spirits  round  some  dim  and  mysti- 
cal altar.  At  length  she  had  beheld  him  ;  she 
had  gazed  on  that  spiritual  countenance;  she 
had  listened  to  the  tender  accents  of  that  musical 
voice  ;  within  his  arms  she  had  been  folded  with 
rapture,  and  pressed  to  a  heart  that  seemed  to 
beat  only  for  her  felicity.  The  blessing  of  her 
father,  uttered  by  his  long-loved  lips,  had  de- 
scended on  her  brow,  and  been  sealed  with  his 
passionate  embrace. 

The  entrance  of  her  mother, — that  terrible 
contest  of  her  lacerated  heart,  when  her  two 
parents,  as  it  were,  appealed  to  her  love,  which 
they  would  not  share;  — the  inspiration  of  her 
despair,  that  so  suddenly  had  removed  the  bar- 
riers of  long  years,  before  whose  irresistible 
pathos  her  father  had  bent  a  penitent,  and  her 
mother's  inexorable  pride  had  melted,  the  ra- 
vishing bliss  that  for  a  moment  had  thrilled 
through  her,  being  experienced  too  for  the  first 
time,  when  she  felt  that  her  parents  were  again 
united  and  bound  by  the  sweet  tie  of  her  now 
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happy  existence  —  this  was  the  drama  acted 
before  her  with  an  almost  ceaseless  repetition  of 
its  transporting  incidents ;  and  when  she  looked 
round,  and  beheld  her  mother  sitting  alone,  and 
watching  her  with  a  countenance  almost  of  an- 
guish, it  was  indeed  with  extreme  difficulty  that 
Venetia  could  persuade  herself  that  all  had  not 
been  a  reverie ;  and  she  was  only  convinced  of 
the  contrary,  by  that  heaviness  of  the  heart 
which  too  quickly  assures  us  of  the  reality  of 
those  sorrows,  of  which  fancy  for  a  moment  may 
cheat  us  into  scepticism. 

Nor,  indeed,  was  her  mother  scarcely  less 
miserable.  The  sight  of  Herbert,  so  changed 
from  the  form  that  she  remembered ;  those  tones 
of  heart-rending  sincerity,  in  which  he  had 
mournfully  appealed  to  the  influence  of  time 
and  sorrow  on  his  life,  still  greatly  affected  her. 
She  had  indulged  for  a  moment  in  a  dream  of 
domestic  love,  she  had  cast  to  the  winds  the  in- 
exorable determination  of  a  life,  and  had  mingled 
her  tears  with  those  of  her  husband  and  her 


YENETIA.  85 

child.  And  how  had  she  been  repaid?  By  a 
degrading  catastrophe,  from  whose  revolting  as- 
sociations her  mind  recoiled  with  indignation 
and  disgust.  But  her  lingering  feeling  for  her 
husband,  her  own  mortification,  were  as  nothing 
compared  with  the  harrowing  anxiety  she  now 
entertained  for  her  daughter.  To  converse  with 
Venetla  on  the  recent  occurrence,  was  impos- 
sible. It  was  a  subject  which  admitted  of  no 
discussion.  They  had  passed  a  week  at  Padua, 
and  the  slightest  allusion  to  what  had  happened 
had  never  been  made  by  either  Lady  Annabel 
or  her  child.  It  was  only  by  her  lavish  testi- 
monies of  affection,  that  Lady  Annabel  con- 
veyed to  Venetia  how  deeply  she  sympathised 
with  her,  and  how  unhappy  she  was  herself. 
She  had,  indeed,  never  quitted  for  a  moment  the 
side  of  her  daughter ;  and  witnessed  each  day, 
with  renewed  anguish,  her  deplorable  condition. 
For  Venetia  continued  in  a  state  which,  to  those 
unacquainted  with  her,   might  have  been  mis- 
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taken  for  insensibility,  but  her  mother  knew  too 
well  that  it  was  despair.  She  never  moved,  she 
never  sighed,  or  wept ;  she  took  no  notice  of 
any  thing  that  occurred;  she  sought  relief  in 
no  resources.  Books,  and  drawings,  and  music, 
were  quite  forgotten  by  her;  nothing  amused, 
and  nothing  annoyed  her;  she  was  not  even 
fretful ;  she  had,  indeed,  apparently  no  physical 
ailment ;  she  remained  pale  and  silent,  plunged 
in  an  absorbing  paroxysm  of  overwhelming  woe. 
The  unhappy  Lady  Annabel,  at  a  loss  how 
to  act,  yet  anxious  not  to  sink  under  these 
afflictions,  at  length  thought  it  might  be  ad- 
visable to  cross  over  to  Venice.  She  felt  assured 
now,  that  it  would  be  a  long  time,  if  ever,  be- 
fore her  child  could  ao^ain  endure  the  fatiorue  of 
travel :  and  she  thought  that  for  every  reason, 
whether  for  domestic  comfort  or  medical  advice, 
or  those  multifarious  considerations  which  in- 
terest the  invalid,  a  capital  was  by  far  the  most 
desirable  residence  for  them.     There  was  a  time 
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when  a  visit  to  the  city  that  had  given  her  a 
name,  had  been  a  favourite  dream  of  Venetia ; 
she  had  often  sighed  to  be  within 

The  sea-born  city's  walls ;  the  graceful  towers 
Loved  by  the  bard — " 

Those  lines  of  her  father  had  long  echoed  in 
her  ear;  but  now  the  proposition  called  no  light 
to  her  glazed  eye,  nor  summoned  for  an  instant 
the  colour  back  to  her  cheek.  She  listened  to 
her  mother's  suggestion,  and  expressed  her  wil- 
lingness to  do  whatever  she  desired.  Venice  to 
her  was  now  only  a  name  ;  for,  without  the  pre- 
sence and  the  united  love  of  both  her  parents, 
no  spot  on  earth  could  interest,  and  no  combina- 
tion of  circumstances  affect,  her.  To  Venice, 
however,  the  Herberts  departed,  having  pre- 
viously taken  care  that  every  arrangement  should 
be  made  for  their  reception.  The  English  am- 
bassador at  the  Ducal  court  was  a  relative  of 
Lady   Annabel,   and,   therefore,   no  means  or 
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exertions  were  spared  to  study  and  secure  the 
convenience  and  accommodation  of  the  invalid. 
The  barge  of  the  ambassador  met  them  at  Fu- 
sina ;  and  when  Venetia  beheld  the  towers  and 
cupolas  of  Venice,  suffused  with  a  golden  light 
and  rising  out  of  the  bright  blue  waters,  for  a 
moment  her  spirit  seemed  to  lighten.  It  is 
indeed  a  spectacle  as  beautiful  as  rare,  and  one 
to  which  the  world  offers  few,  if  any,  rivals. 
Gliding  over  the  great  Lagune,  the  buildings, 
with  which  the  pictures  at  Cherbury  had  already 
made  her  familiar,  gradually  rose  up  before 
her ;  the  mosque-like  Church  of  St.  Mark,  the 
tall  Campanile  red  in  the  sun,  the  Moreseo 
Palace  of  the  Doges,  the  deadly  Bridge  of 
Sighs,  and  the  dark  structure  to  which  it  leads. 
Venice  had  not  then  fallen.  The  o^orgeous 
standards  of  the  sovereign  republic,  and  its 
tributary  kingdoms,  still  waved  in  the  Place  of 
St.  Mark;  the  Bucentaur  was  not  rotting  in  tlic 
Arsenal,  and  the  warlike  galleys  of  the  state 
cruised  without  the  Lagune;  a  busy  and  pic- 
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turesque  population  swarmed  in  all  directions; 
and  the  Venetian  noble,  the  haughtiest  of  men, 
might  still  be  seen  proudly  moving  from  the 
council  of  state,  or  stepping  into  a  gondola 
amid  a  bowing  crowd.  All  was  stirring  life,  yet 
all  was  silent :  the  fantastic  architecture,  the 
glowing  sky,  the  flitting  gondolas,  and  the 
brilliant  crowd  gliding  about  with  noiseless  step 
— this  city  without  sound — it  seemed  a  dream  ! 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

The  ambassador  had  engaged  for  Lady  An- 
nabel a  palace  on  the  Grand  Canal  belonging  to 
Count  Manfrini.  It  was  a  structure  of  great 
size  and  magnificence,  and  rose  out  of  the  water 
with  a  flight  of  marble  steps.  Within  was  a 
vast  gallery,  lined  with  statues  and  busts  on  tall 
pedestals ;  suites  of  spacious  apartments,  with 
marble  floors  and  hung  widi  satin  ;  ceilings 
painted  by  Tintoretto  and  full  of  Turkish 
trophies;  furniture,  alike  sumptuous  and  massy; 
the  gilding,  although  of  two  hundred  years' 
duration,  as  bright  and  burnished  as  if  it  had 
but  yesterday  been  touched  with  the  brush : 
Sequin    gold,    as    the    Venetians    tell    you    to 
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this  day  with  pride;  but  even  their  old  furni- 
ture will  not  soon  be  left  to  them,  as  palaces  are 
now  daily  broken  up  like  old  ships,  and  their 
colossal  spoils  consigned  to  Hanway-yard  and 
Bond-street,  whence,  re-burnished  and  vamped 
up,  their  Titanic  proportions  in  time  appropri- 
ately figure  in  the  boudoirs  of  May  Fair  and 
the  miniature  saloons  of  St.  James\  Many  a 
fine  lady  now  sits  in  a  Doge's  chair,  and  many  a 
dandy  listens  to  his  doom  from  a  couch  that  has 
already  witnessed  the  less  inexorable  decrees  of 
the  Council  of  Ten. 

Amid  all  this  splendour,  however,  one  mourn- 
ful idea  alone  pervaded  the  tortured  consciousness 
of  Lady  Annabel  Herbert.  Daily  the  dark 
truth  stole  upon  her  with  increased  conviction, 
that  Venetia  had  come  hither  only  to  die.  There 
seemed,  to  the  agitated  ear  of  this  distracted 
mother,  a  terrible  omen  even  in  the  very  name 
of  her  child ;  and  she  could  not  resist  the  per- 
suasion that  her  final  destiny  would,  in  some 
degree,  be  connected   w^ith  her  fanciful   appel- 
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lation.  The  physicians,  for,  hopeless  as  Lady 
Annabel  could  not  resist  esteeming  their  inter- 
ference, Venetia  was  now  surrounded  with  phy- 
sicians, shook  their  heads,  prescribed  different 
remedies,  and  gave  contrary  opinions  ;  each  day, 
however,  their  patient  became  more  languid, 
thinner  and  more  thin,  until  she  seemed  like  a 
beautiful  spirit  gliding  into  the  saloon,  leaning 
on  her  mother's  arm,  and  followed  by  Paunce- 
fort,  who  had  now  learnt  the  fatal  secret  from 
her  mistress,  and  whose  heart  was  indeed  almost 
broken  at  the  prospect  of  the  calamity  that  was 
impending  over  them. 

At  Padua  Lady  Annabel,  in  her  mortified 
reveries,  outraged  as  she  conceived  by  her 
husband,  and  anxious  about  her  daughter,  had 
schooled  herself  into  visiting  her  fresh  calamities 
on  the  head  of  the  unhappy  Herbert,  to  whose 
intrusion  and  irresistible  influence  she  ascribed 
all  the  illness  of  her  child ;  but,  as  the  indispo- 
sition of  Venetia  gradually,  but  surely,  increased, 
until  at  length  it  assumed  so  alarming  an  aspect. 
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that  Laay  Annabel,  in  tlie  distraction  of  hcu 
mind,  could  no  longer  refrain  from  contem- 
plating the  most  fatal  result,  she  had  taught 
herself  bitterly  to  regret  the  failure  of  that 
approaching  reconciliation  which  now  she  could 
not  but  believe  would,  at  least,  have  secured  her 
the  life  of  Venetia.  Whatever  might  be  the 
risk  of  again  uniting  herself  with  her  husband, 
whatever  might  be  the  mortification  and  misery 
which  it  might  ultimately,  or  even  speedily, 
entail  upon  her,  there  w^as  no  unhappiness  that 
she  could  herself  experience,  which  for  one 
moment  she  could  put  in  competition  with  the 
existence  of  her  child.  When  that  was  the 
question,  every  feeling  that  had  hitherto  im- 
pelled her  conduct  assumed  a  totally  different 
complexion.  That  conduct,  in  her  view,  had 
been  a  systematic  sacrifice  of  self  to  secure  the 
happiness  of  her  daughter ;  and  the  result  of  all 
her  exertions  was  that,  not  only  her  happiness 
was  destroyed,  but  her  life  fast  vanishing  away. 
To  save  Venetia,  it  now  appeared  to  Lady  An- 
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nabel,  that  there  was  no  extremity  which  she 
would  not  endure ;  and,  if  it  came  to  a  question, 
whether  Venetia  should  survive,  or  whether  she 
should  even  be  separated  from  her  mother,  her 
maternal  heart  now  assured  her  that  she  would 
not  for  an  instant  hesitate  in  preferring  an  eternal 
separation  to  the  death  of  her  child.  Her  terror, 
indeed,  worked  to  such  a  degree  upon  her  cha- 
racter, that  she  even,  at  times,  half  resolved  to 
speak  to  Venetia  upon  the  subject,  and  contrive 
some  method  of  communicating  her  wishes  to 
her  father  ;  but  pride,  the  habitual  repugnance 
of  so  many  years  to  converse  upon  the  topic, 
mingled  also,  as  should  be  confessed,  with  an  in- 
definite apprehension  of  the  ill-consequences  of 
a  conversation  of  such  a  character  on  the  nervous 
temperament  of  her  daughter,  restrained  her. 

**  My  love  !"  said  Lady  Annabel,  one  day  to 
her  daughter,  "  do  you  think  you  could  go  out  ? 
The  physicians  think  it  of  such  great  importance 
that  you  should  attempt  to  exert  yourself, 
however  slightly." 
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"  Dear  mother,  if  any  thing  could  annoy  me 
from  your  lips,  it  would  be  to  hear  you  quote 
these  physicians,""  said  Venetia.  '*  Their  daily 
presence  and  enquiries  irritate  me.  Let  me  be 
at  peace,     I  wish  to  see  no  one  but  you." 

"  But  Venetia,"  said  I.ady  Arundel  in  a  voice 

of  great  emotion,  ''  Venetia ,"  and  here  she 

paused  ;  '*  think  of  my  anxiety." 

"  Dear  mother,  it  would  be  ungrateful  for 
me  ever  to  forget  that.  But  you,  and  you  alone, 
know  that  my  state,  whatever  it  may  be,  and 
to  whatever  it  may  be  I  am  reconciled,  is  not 
produced  by  causes  over  which  these  physicians 
have  any  control,  over  which  no  one  has  con- 
trol  now,"  added  Venetia  in  a  tone  of  great 

mournfulness. 

For  here  we  must  remark  that  so  inexpe- 
rienced was  Venetia  in  the  feelings  of  others, 
and  so  completely  did  she  judge  of  the  strength 
and  purity  of  their  emotions  from  her  own,  that 
reflection,  since  the  terrible  adventure  of  Rovigo, 
had  only  convinced  her  that  it  was  no  longer  in 
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her  molher'y  power  to  unite  herself  again  witli 
her  other  parent.  She  had  taught  herself  to  look 
upon  her  father^s  burst  of  feeling  towards  Lady 
Annabel  as  the  momentary  and  inevitable  result 
of  a  meeting  so  unexpected  and  overpowering, 
but  she  did  not  doubt  that  the  stranger  whose 
presence  had  ultimately  so  fatally  clouded  that 
interview  of  promise,  possessed  claims  upon  Mar- 
mion  Herbert  which  he  would  neither  break,  nor, 
upon  reflection,  be  desirous  to  question.  It  was 
then  the  conviction  that  a  reconciliation  between 
her  parents  v/as  now  impossible,  in  which  her  de- 
spair originated,  and  she  pictured  to  herself  her 
father  once  more  at  Arqua,  disturbed,  perhaps, 
for  a  day  or  two,  as  he  naturally  must  be,  by  au 
interview  so  sudden  and  so  harassing  ;  shedding 
a  tear,  perhaps,  in  secret  to  the  wife  whom  he 
had  injured,  and  the  child  whom  he  had  scarcely 
seen  ;  but  relapsing  alike  from  the  force  of  habit 
and  inclination  into  those  previous  and  confirmed 
feelings,  under  whose  influence,  she  was  herself  a 
witness,  his  life  had  been  so  serene,  and  even  so 
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laudable.  She  was  confirmed  in  these  opinions 
by  the  circumstance  of  their  never  having  heard 
since  from  him.  Placed  in  his  situation,  if 
indeed  an  irresistible  influence  were  not  con- 
trolling him,  would  he  have  hesitated  for  a 
moment  to  have  prevented  even  their  departure, 
or  to  have  pursued  them  ;  to  have  sought  at 
any  rate  some  means  of  communicating  with 
them  ?  He  was  plainly  reconciled  to  his  present 
position,  and  felt  that  under  these  circumstances 
silence  on  his  part  v,  as  alike  most  discreet  and 
kinder.  Vcnetia  had  ceased,  therefore,  to 
question  the  justice  or  the  expediencv,  or  even 
the  abstract  propriety  of  her  mother's  conduct. 
She  viewed  their  condition  now  as  the  result  of 
stern  necessity.  She  pitied  her  mother,  and 
for  herself,  she  had  no  hope. 

There  was  then  much  meaning  in  that  little 
monosyllable  with  which  Venetia  concluded  her 
reply  to  her  mother.  She  had  no  hope  ^'  now." 
Lady  Annabel,  however,  ascribed  it  to  a  very 
different  meaning;    she  only  believed  that  her 
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daughter  was  of  opinion  that  nothing  would 
induce  her  now  to  listen  to  the  overtures  of  her 
father.  Prepared  for  any  sacrifice  of  self,  Lady 
Annabel  replied,  "  But  there  is  hope,  Venetia ; 
when  your  life  is  in  question,  there  is  nothing 
that  should  not  be  done." 

"  Nothing  can  be  done,"  said  Venetia,  who, 
of  course,  could  not  dream  of  what  was  passing 
in  her  mother's  mind. 

Lady  Annabel  rose  from  her  seat  and  walked 
to  the  window ;  apparently  her  eye  watched 
only  the  passing  gondolas,  but  indeed  she  saw 
them  not ;  she  saw  only  her  child  stretched  per- 
haps on  the  couch  of  death. 

'*  We  quitted,  perhaps,  Rovigo  too  hastily," 
said  Lady  Annabel,  in  a  choking  voice,  and  with 
a  face  of  scarlet.  It  was  a  terrible  struggle, 
but  the  words  were  uttered. 

"  No,  mother,*'  said  Venetia,  to  Lady  Anna- 
bel's inexpressible  surprise,  "  we  did  right  to 
go." 

"  Even  my  child,  even  Venetia,  with  all  her 
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devotion  to  him,  feels  the  absolute  necessity  of 
my  conduct,"  thought  Lady  Annabel.  Her 
pride  returned ;  she  felt  the  impossibility  of 
making  an  overture  to  Herbert;  she  looked  upon 
their  daughter  as  the  last  victim  of  his  fatal 
career. 
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CHAPTER    IX. 

How  beautiful  is  night  in  Venice!  Then 
music  and  the  moon  reign  supreme;  the  glit- 
tering sky  reflected  in  the  waters,  and  every 
gondola  gliding  with  sweet  sounds  !  Around  on 
every  side  are  palaces  and  temples,  rising  from 
the  waves  which  they  shadow  with  their  solemn 
forms,  their  costly  fronts  rich  with  the  spoils  of 
kingdoms,  and  softened  with  the  magic  of  the 
midnight  beam.  The  w^hole  city  too  is  poured 
forth  for  festival.  The  people  lounge  on  the 
quays  and  cluster  on  the  bridges;  the  Hght 
barks  skim  along  in  crowds,  just  touching  the 
surface  of  the  water,  while  their  bright  prows  of 
polished    iron   gleam    in   the  moonshine,    and 
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glitter  in  the  rippling  wave.  Not  a  sound  that 
is  not  graceful — the  tinkle  of  guitars,  the  sighs 
of  serenaders,  and  the  responsive  chorus  of 
gondoliers.  Now  and  then  a  laugh,  h'ght, 
joyous,  and  yet  musical,  bursts  forth  from  some 
illuminated  coffee-house,  before  which  a  buffo 
disports,  a  tumbler  stands  on  his  head,  or  a 
juggler  mystifies;  and  all  for  a  sequin! 

The  Place  of  St.  Marc,  at  the  period  of  our 
story,  still  presented  the   most  brilliant  spectacle 
of  the  kind  in  Europe.    Not  a  spot  was  more  dis- 
tinguished for  elegance,  luxury,  and  enjoyment. 
It  was  indeed  the  inner  shrine  of  the  temple  of 
pleasure,  and  very  strange  and  amusing  would 
be   the  annals  of  its  picturesque  arcade?.     We 
must  not  however  step  behind  their  blue  awn- 
ings, but   content   ourselves  with  the    exterior 
scene;  and  certainly  the  Place  of  St.  Marc,  with 
the    variegated     splendour     of    its     Christian 
mosque,  the  ornate  architecture  of  its  buildings, 
its  diversified  population,  a  tribute  from  every 
.shore  of  the  midland  sea,  and  where  the  noble 
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Venetian,  in  his  robe  of  crimson  silk  and  long 
white  wig,  might  be  jostled  by  the  Sclavonian 
with  his  target,  and  the  Albanian  in  his  kilt> 
while  the  Turk  sitting  cross-legged  on  his  Persian 
carpet,  smoked  his  long  chibouque  with  serene 
gravity,  and  the  mild  Armenian  glided  by  him 
with  a  low  reverence,  presented  an  aspect  under 
a  Venetian  moon,  such  as  we  shall  not  easily  find 
again  in  Christendom,  and,  in  spite  of  the  dying 
glory  and  the  neighbouring  vice,  was  pervaded 
with  an  air  of  romance  and  refinement,  com- 
pared with  which  the  ghttering  dissipation  of 
Paris,  even  in  its  liveliest  and  most  graceful 
hours,  assumes  a  character  alike  coarse  and  com- 
mon-place. 

It  is  the  hour  of  love  and  of  faro  ;  now  is  the 
hour  to  press  your  suit  and  to  break  a  bank  ;  to 
glide  from  the  apartment  of  rapture  into  the 
chamber  of  chance.  Thus  a  noble  "\''cnetian 
contrived  to  pass  the  night,  in  alternations  of 
excitement  that  in  general  left  him  sufficiently 
serious   for    the    morrow's  council.     For  more 
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vulgar  tastes  there  was  the  minstrel,  the  conjurer, 
and  the  story-teller,  goblets  of  Cyprus  wine, 
flasks  of  sherbet,  and  confectionary  that  dazzled 
like  diamonds.  And  for  every  one,  from  the 
grave  senator  to  the  gay  gondolier,  there  was  an. 
atmosphere  in  itself  a  spell,  and  which,  after  all, 
has  more  to  do  with  human  happiness  than  all 
the  accidents  of  fortune  and  all  the  arts  of  go- 
vernment. 

Amid  this  gay  and  brilliant  multitude,  one 
human  being  stood  alone.  Muffled  in  his  cloak, 
and  leaning  against  a  column  in  the  portico  of 
St.  Marc,  an  expression  of  oppressive  care  and 
affliction  was  imprinted  on  his  countenance,  and 
ill  accorded  with  the  light  and  festive  scene. 
Had  he  been  crossed  in  love,  or  had  he  lost  at 
play  ?  Was  it  woman  or  gold  to  which  his 
anxiety  and  sorrow  were  attributable,  for  under 
one  or  other  of  these  categories,  undoubtedly,  all 
the  miseries  of  man  may  range.  Want  of  love, 
or  want  of  money,  lies  at  the  bottom  of  all  our 
griefs. 
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The  stranger  came  forward,  and  leaving  the 
joyous  throng,  turned  down  the  Piazzetta,  and 
approached  the  quay  of  the  Lagune.  A  gondolier 
saluted  him,  and  he  entered  his  boat. 

"  Whither,  Signor  ?"  said  the  gondolier. 

"  To  the  Grand  Canal,"  he  replied. 

Over  the  moonlit  wave  the  o^ondola  swiftlv 
skimmed  !  The  scene  was  a  marvellous  contrast  to 
the  one  which  the  stranger  had  just  quitted ; 
but  it  brought  no  serenity  to  his  care-worn 
countenance,  though  his  eye  for  a  moment 
kindled  as  he  looked  upon  the  moon,  that  was 
sailing  in  the  cloudless  heaven  with  a  single  star 
by  her  side. 

They  had  soon  entered  the  Grand  Canal,  and 
the  gondolier  looked  to  his  employer  for  in- 
structions. "  Row  opposite  to  the  Manfrini 
palace,"  said  the  stranger,  "  and  rest  upon  your 
oar," 

The  blinds  of  the  great  window  of  the  palace 
were  withdrawn.  Distinctly  might  be  recog- 
nized a  female  figure  bending  over  the  recum- 
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bent  form  of  a  girl.  An  hour  passed  away  and 
still  the  gondola  was  motionless,  and  still  the 
silent  stranger  gazed  on  the  inmates  of  the 
palace.  A  servant  now  came  forward  and 
closed  the  curtain  of  the  chamber.  The 
stranger  sighed,  and  waving  his  hand  to  the 
gondolier,  bade  him  return  to  the  Lagune. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

It  is  curious  to  recall  our  feelings  at  a  mo- 
ment when  a  great  event  is  impending  over  us, 
and  we  are  utterly  unconscious  of  its  probable 
occurrence.  How  often  does  it  happen  that  a 
subject  which  almost  unceasingly  engages  our 
mind,  is  least  thought  of  at  the  very  instant  that 
the  agitating  suspense  involved  in  its  considera- 
tion is  perhaps  about  to  be  terminated  for  ever ! 
The  very  morning  after  the  mysterious  gondola 
had  rested  so  long  before  the  Manfrini  Palace, 
Venetia  rose  for  the  first  time  since  the  flight  from 
Rovigo,  refreshed  by  her  slumbers  and  tranquil 
in  her  spirit.  It  was  not  in  her  power  to  recall 
her  dreams ;  but  they  had  left  a  vague  and  yet 
serene  impression.     There  seemed  a  lightness  in 
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her  heart,  that  long  had  been  unusual  with  her, 
and  she  greeted  her  mother  with  a  smile,  faint 
indeed,  yet  natural. 

Perhaps  this  beneficial  change,  slight,  but  still 
delightful,  might  be  attributed  to  the  softness 
and  the  splendour  of  the  morn.  Before  the 
approach  of  winter,  it  seemed  that  the  sun  was 
resolved  to  remind  the  Venetians  that  they  were 
his  children ;  and  that,  although  his  rays  might 
be  soon  clouded  for  a  season,  they  were  not  to 
believe  that  their  parent  had  deserted  them. 
The  sea  was  like  glass,  a  golden  haze  suffused 
the  horizon,  and  a  breeze,  not  strong  enough  to 
disturb  the  waters,  was  wafted  at  intervals  from 
the  gardens  of  the  Brenta,  fitful  and  sweet. 

Venetia  had  yielded  to  the  suggestion  of  her 
mother,  and  had  agreed  for  the  first  time  to 
leave  the  palace.  They  stepped  into  their  gon- 
dola, and  were  wafted  to  an  island  in  the  Lagnne 
where  there  was  a  convent,  and,  what  in  Venice 
was  more  rare  and  more  delightful,  a  garden. 
Its  scanty  shrubberies  sparkled  in  the  sun ;  and 
a  cypress  flanked  by  a  pine-tree  offered  to  the 
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eye  unused  to  trees  a  novel  and  picturesque 
group.  Beneath  its  shade  they  rested,  watching 
on  one  side  the  distant  city,  and  on  the  other  the 
still  and  gleaming  waters  of  the  Adriatic. 
While  they  were  thus  sitting,  renovated  by  the 
soft  air  and  pleasant  spectacle,  a  holy  father, 
with  a  beard  like  a  meteor,  appeared  and  ad- 
dressed them. 

"  Welcome  to  St.  Lazaro !""  said  the  holy 
father,  speaking  in  English ;  "  and  may  the 
peace  that  reigns  within  its  walls  fill  also  your 
breasts ! " 

*'  Indeed,  holy  father,"  said  Lady  Annabel  to 
the  Armenian  monk,  "  I  have  long  heard  of 
your  virtues  and  your  happy  life." 

"  You  know  that  Paradise  was  placed  in  our 
country,"  said  the  monk  with  a  smile.  "  We 
have  all  lost  Paradise,  but  the  Armenian  has 
lost  his  country  too.  Nevertheless,  with  God''s 
blessing,  on  this  islet  we  have  found  an  Eden, 
pure  at  least  and  tranquil.*" 

*'  For  the  pious,  Paradise  exists  every  where," 
said  Lady  Annabel. 
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**  You  have  been  in  England,  holy  father  ?'* 
said  Venetia. 

**  It  has  not  been  my  good  fortune,"  replied 
the  monk. 

"  Yet  you  speak  our   tongue  with  a  facility 
and  accent  that  surprise  me." 

**  I  learnt  it  in  America  where  I  long  resided," 
rejoined  the  Armenian. 

**  This  is  for  your  eye,  lady,'*  continued  the 
monk,  drawing  a  letter  from  his  bosom. 

Lady  Annabel  felt  not  a  little  surprised ;  but 
the  idea  immediately  occurred  to  her  that  it 
was  some  conventual  memorial,  appealing  to  her 
charity.  She  took  the  paper  from  the  monk, 
who  immediately  moved  away ;  but  what  was 
the  agitation  of  Lady  Annabel  when  she  recog- 
nised the  hand-writing  of  her  husband  !  Her 
first  thought  was  to  save  Venetia  from  sharing 
that  agitation.  She  rose  quickly ;  she  com- 
manded herself  sufficiently  to  advise  her  daugh- 
ter in  a  calm  tone,  to  remain  seated,  while  for  a 
moment  she  refreshed  herself  by  a  stroll.     She 
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had  not  quitted  Venetia  many  paces,  when  she 
broke  the  seal  and  read  these  lines : — 

"  Tremble  not,  Annabel,  when  you  recognise 
this  hand-writing.  It  is  that  of  one  whose  only 
aspiration  is  to  contribute  to  your  happiness ; 
and,  although  the  fulfilment  of  that  fond  desire 
may  be  denied  him,  it  never  shall  be  said,  e^^en 
by  you,  that  any  conduct  of  his  should  now 
occasion  you  annoyance.  I  am  in  Venice  at  the 
peril  of  my  life,  which  I  only  mention  because 
the  difficulties  inseparable  from  my  position  are 
the  principal  cause  that  you  did  not  receive  this 
communication  immediately  after  our  strange 
meeting.  I  have  gazed  at  night  upon  your 
palace,  and  watched  the  forms  of  my  wife  and 
our  child ;  but  one  word  from  you,  and  I  quit 
Venice  for  ever,  and  it  shall  not  be  my  fault  if 
you  are  ever  again  disturbed  by  the  memory  of 
the  miserable  Herbert, 

"  But  before  I  go,  I  will  make  this  one  appeal 
if  not  to  your  justice,  at  least  to  your  mercy. 
After  the  fatal   separation  of  a  life,  we  have 
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once  more  met :  you  have  looked  upon  me  not 
with  hatred ;  my  hand  has  once  more  pressed 
yours ;  for  a  moment  I  indulged  the  impossible 
hope,  that  this  weary  and  exhausted  spirit  might 
at  length  be  blessed.  With  agony  I  allude  to 
the  incident  that  dispelled  the  rapture  of  this 
vision.  Sufficient  for  me  most  solemnly  to  as- 
sure you  that  four-and-twenty  hours  had  not 
elapsed  without  that  feeble  and  unhallowed  tie 
being  severed  for  ever  !  It  vanished  instantane- 
ously before  the  presence  of  my  wife  and  my 
child.  However  you  decide,  it  can  never  again 
subsist :  its  utter  and  eternal  dissolution  was  the 
inevitable  homage  to  your  purity. 

*'  Whatever  may  have  been  my  errors^  what- 
ever my  crimes — for  I  will  not  attempt  to  justify 
to  you  a  single  circumstance  of  my  life — I 
humble  myself  in  the  dust  before  you,  and 
solicit  only  mercy ;  yet  whatever  may  have 
been  my  career,  ah  !  Annabel,  in  the  infinite 
softness  of  your  soul  was  it  not  for  a  moment 
pardoned  ?  Am  I  indeed  to  suffer  for  that  last 
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lamentable  intrusion  ?  You  are  a  woman,  An- 
nabel, with  a  brain  as  clear  as  your  heart  is  pure. 
Judge  me  with  calmness,  Annabel ;  were  there 
no  circumstances  in  my  situation  to  extenuate 
that  deplorable  connection?  I  will  not  urge 
them ;  I  will  not  even  intimate  them ;  but  surely, 
Annabel,  when  I  kneel  before  you  full  of  deep 
repentance  and  long  remorse,  if  you  could  par- 
don the  past,  it  is  not  that  incident,  however 
mortifying  to  you,  however  disgraceful  to  my- 
self, that  should  be  an  impossible  barrier  to  all 
my  hopes ! 

"  Once  you  loved  me ;  1  ask  you  not  to  love 
me  now.  There  is  nothing  about  me  now  that 
can  touch  the  heart  of  \voman.  I  am  old  before 
my  time;  bent  with  the  blended  influence  of  action 
and  of  thought,  and  of  physical  and  moral  suffer- 
ing. The  play  of  my  spirit  has  gone  for  ever.  My 
passions  have  expired  like  my  hopes.  The  re- 
maining sands  of  my  life  are  few.  Once  it  was 
otherwise :  you  can  recall  a  different  picture  of 
the  Marmion  on  whom  you  smiled,  and  of  whom 
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you  were  the  first  love.  O!  Annabel, — grey, 
feeble,  exhausted,  penitent, — let  me  stagger  over 
your  threshold,  and  die!  I  ask  no  more ;  I  will 
not  hope  for  your  affection  ;  I  will  not  even  count 
upon  your  pity ;  but  endure  my  presence ;  let 
your  roof  screen  my  last  days  !" 

It  was  read  ;  it  was  read  again,  dim  as  was 
the  sight  of  Lady  Annabel  with  fast-flowing 
tears.  Still  holding  the  letter,  but  with  hands, 
fallen,  she  gazed  upon  the  shining  waters  before 
her  in  a  fit  of  abstraction.  It  was  the  voice  of 
her  child  that  roused  her. 

"  Mother,"  said  Venetia  in  a  tone  of  some 
decision,  "  you  are  troubled,  and  we  have  only 
one  cause  of  trouble.  That  letter  is  from  my 
father." 

Lady  Annabel  gave  her  the  letter  in  silence. 

Venetia  withdrew  almost  unconsciously  a  few 
paces  from  her  mother.  She  felt  this  to  be  the 
crisis  of  her  life.  There  never  was  a  moment 
which  she  believed  required  more  fully  the  pre- 
sence of  all  her  energies.     Before  she  had  ad- 
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dressed  Lady  Annabel,  she  had  endeavoured  to 
steel  her  mind  to  great  exertion .  Yet  now  that 
she  held  the  letter,  she  could  not  command  her- 
self sufficiently  to  read  it.  Her  breath  deserted 
her, — her  hand  lost  its  power ;  she  could  not  even 
open  the  lines  on  which  perhaps  her  life  de- 
pended. Suddenly,  with  a  rapid  effort,  she 
glanced  at  the  contents.  The  blood  returned  to 
her  cheek, — her  eye  became  bright  with  excite- 
ment,— she  gasped  for  breath, — she  advanced  to 
Lady  Annabel.  *'  Ah !  mother,"  she  exclaimed, 
"  you  will  grant  all  that  it  desires  !"" 

Still  gazing  on  the  wave  that  laved  the  shore 
of  the  island  with  an  almost  imperceptible  rip- 
ple, Lady  Annabel  continued  silent. 

''  Mother,"  said  Venetia,  "  my  beloved  mo- 
ther, you  hesitate."  She  approached  Lady 
Annabel,  and,  with  one  arm  round  her  neck,  she 
grasped  with  the  other  her  mother''s  hand.  "  I 
implore  you,  by  all  that  affection  which  you 
lavish  on  me,  yield  to  this  supplication.  O  ! 
mother,  dearest  mother,  it  has  been  my  hope 
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tliat  my  life  has  been  at  least  a  life  of  duty  ;  I 
have  laboured  to  yield  to  all  your  wishes.  I 
have  struggled  to  make  their  fulfilment  the  law 
of  my  being.  Yes  !  mother,  your  memory  will 
assure  you,  that  when  the  sweetest  emotions  of 
my  heart  were  the  stake,  you  appealed  to  me 
to  sacrifice  them,  and  they  were  dedicated  to 
your  will.  Have  I  ever  murmured  ?  I  have 
sought  only  to  repay  your  love  by  obedience. 
Speak  to  me,  dearest  mother !  I  implore  you 
speak  to  me  !  Tell  me  can  you  ever  repent  re- 
lenting in  this  instance  !  O  !  mother,  you  will 
not  hesitate;  you  will  not  indeed;  you  will 
bring  joy  and  content  to  our  long-harassed 
hearth  !  Tell  me  so ;  I  beseech  you  tell  me  so  ! 
I  wish,  oh  1  how  I  wish,  that  you  would  comply 
from  the  mere  impulse  of  your  own  heart !  But 
grant  that  it  is  a  sacrifice;  grant  that  it  may  be 
unwise — that  it  may  be  vain  ; — I  supplicate  you 
to  make  it !  I,  your  child,  who  never  deserted  you, 
who  will  never  desert  you,  pledging  my  faith  to 
you,  in  the  face  of  heaven ;  for  my  sake  I  suppli- 
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cate  you  to  make  it.  You  do  not  hesitate— you 
cannot  hesitate;  mother,  you  cannot  hesitate.  Ah  I 
you  would  not,  if  you  knew  all ;  if  you  knew  all  the 
misery  of  my  life,  you  would  be  glad, — you  would 
be  cheerful, — you  would  look  upon  this  as  an  in- 
terposition of  Providence  in  favour  of  your  Ve- 
netia ;  you  would,  indeed,  dear  mother  ! " 

"  AVhat  evil  fortune  guided  our  steps  to 
Italy!''  said  Lady  Annabel  in  a  solemn  tone, 
and  as  if  in  soliloquy. 

"No,  no,  mother;  not  evil  fortune;  fortune 
the  best  and  brightest,"  exclaimed  her  daughter. 
"  We  came  here  to  be  happy,  and  happiness  we 
have  at  length  gained.  It  is  in  our  grasp  ;  I  feel 
it.  It  was  not  fortune,  dear  mother,  it  was  fate, 
it  was  Providence,  it  was  God.  You  have  been 
faithful  to  Him,  and  he  has  brought  back  to 
you  my  father,  chastened  and  repentant.  God 
has  turned  his  heart  to  all  your  virtues.  Will 
you  desert  him  ?  No,  no,  mother,  you  will  not, 
you  cannot;  for  his  sake,  for  your  own  sake, 
and  for  your  child's,  you  will  not!" 
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**  For  twenty  years  I  have  acted  from  an  im- 
perious sense  of  duty,"  said  Lady  Annabel, 
"  and  for  your  sake,  Venetia,  as  much  as  for  my 
own.     Shall  the  feeling  of  a  moment " 

"  O !  mother,  dearest  mother,  say  not  these 
words.  With  me,  at  least,  it  has  not  been  the 
feeling  of  a  moment.  It  haunted  my  infancy  ; 
it  harassed  me  while  a  girl ;  it  has  brought  me 
in  the  prime  of  womanhood  to  the  brink  of  the 
grave.  And  with  you,  mother,  has  it  been  the 
feehng  of  a  moment !  Ah  !  you  ever  loved  him, 
when  his  name  was  never  breathed  by  those  lips. 
You  loved  him  when  you  deemed  he  had  forgot- 
ten you  ;  when  you  pictured  him  to  yourself  in 
all  the  pride  of  health  and  genius,  wanton  and 
daring ;  and  now ,  now  that  he  comes  to  you  pe- 
nitent, perhaps  dying,  more  like  a  remorseful 
spirit  than  a  breathing  being,  and  humbles  him- 
self before  you,  and  appeals  only  to  your  mercy, 
ah  !  my  mother,  you  cannot  reject,  you  could 
not  reject  him,  even  if  you  were  alone, — even  if 
you  had  no  child  !  *" 
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**  My  child  !  my  child  !  all  my  hopes  were  in 
my  child,"  murmured  Lady  Annabel. 

*'  Is  she  not  by  your  side  ?''  said  Venetia. 

"  You  know  not  what  you  ask ;  you  know  not 
what  you  counsel,"  said  Lady  Annabel.  *'  It 
has  been  the  prayer  and  effort  of  my  life  that 
you  should  never  know.  There  is  a  bitterness 
in  the  reconciliation  which  follows  loncj  estranore- 
ment,  that  yields  a  pang  more  acute  even  than 
the  first  disunion.  Shall  I  be  called  upon  to 
mourn  over  the  wasted  happiness  of  twenty 
years?    Why  did  he  not  hate  us?'^ 

"  The  pang  is  already  felt,  mother,"  said  Ve- 
netia ;  "  Reject  my  father,  but  you  cannot 
resume  the  feelings  of  a  month  back.  You  have 
seen  him  ;  you  have  listened  to  him.  He  is  no 
longer  the  character  which  justified  your  con- 
duct, and  upheld  you  under  the  trial.  His  image 
has  entered  your  soul ;  your  heart  is  softened. 
Bid  him  quit  Venice  without  seeing  you,  and 
you  will  remain  the  most  miserable  of  women.*" 
"  On  his  head,  then,  be  the  final  desolation," 


VENETIA.  119 

said  Lady  Annabel ;  "  it  is  but  a  part  of  the  lot 
that  he  has  yielded  me." 

"  I  am  silent,"  said  Venetia,  relaxing  her 
grasp ;  "  I  see  that  your  child  is  not  permitted 
to  enter  into  your  considerations."  She  turned 
away. 

"  Venetia ! "  said  her  mother. 

"  Mother!"  said  Venetia,  looking  back,  but 
not  returning. 

**  Return  one  moment  to  me." 

Venetia  slowly  rejoined  her.  Lady  Annabel 
spoke  in  a  kind  and  gentle,  though  very  serious 
tone. 

*'  Venetia,'*  she  said,  "  what  I  am  about  to 
speak  is  not  the  impulse  of  the  moment,  but  has 
been  long  revolved  in  my  mind ;  do  not,  there- 
fore, misapprehend  it.  I  express  without  passion 
what  I  believe  to  be  truth.  I  am  persuaded  that 
the  presence  of  your  father  is  necessary  to  your 
happiness;  nay,  more,  to  your  life.  I  recognise 
the  mysterious  influence  which  he  has  ever  ex- 
ercised over  your  existence.     I  feel  it  impossible 
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for  me  any  longer  to  struggle  against  a  power  to 
v.hich  I  bow.  Be  happy,  then,  my  daughter, 
and  live.  Fly  to  your  father,  and  be  to  him  as 
matchless  a  child  as  you  have  been  to  me.""  She 
uttered  these  last  words  in  a  choking  voice. 

**  Is  this,  indeed,  the  dictate  of  your  calm 
judgment,  mother?"  said  Venetia. 

"  I  call  God  to  witness,  it  has  of  late  been 
more  than  once  on  my  lips.  The  other  night, 
when  I  spoke  of  Rovigo,  I  was  about  to  express 
this." 

"  Then,  mother,"  said  Venetia,  ''  I  find  that 
I  have  been  misunderstood.  At  least  I  thought 
my  feelings  towards  yourself  had  been  appreci- 
ated. They  have  not;  and  I  can  truly  say,  my 
life  does  not  now  afford  a  single  circumstance  to 
which  I  can  look  back  with  content.  Well  will 
it  indeed  be  for  me  to  die ! " 

"  The  dream  of  my  life,"  said  Lady  Annabel 
in  a  tone  of  infinite  distress,  *'  was  that  she,  at 
least,  should  never  know  unhappiness.  It  was 
indeed  a  dream.'' 
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There  was  now  a  silence  of  several  minutes. 
Lady  Annabel  remained  in  exactly  the  same 
position,  Venetia  standing  at  a  little  distance 
from  her,  looking  resigned  and  sorrowful. 

''  Venetia,"  at  length  said  Lady  Annabel, 
"  why  are  you  silent?" 

"  Mother,  I  have  no  more  to  say.  I  pretend 
not  to  act  in  this  life ;  it  is  my  duty  to  follow 
you." 

"  And  your  inclination  ?"  inquired  Lady  An- 
nabel. 

"  I  have  ceased  to  have  a  wish  upon  any  sub- 
ject,"" said  Venetia. 

"  Venetia,"  said  Lady  Annabel  with  a  great 
effort,  "  I  am  miserable." 

This  unprecedented  confession  of  suffering 
from  the  strong  mind  of  her  mother,  melted 
Venetia  to  the  heart.  She  advanced,  and  threw 
her  arms  round  her  mother's  neck,  and  buried 
her  weeping  face  in  Lady  Annabel's  bosom. 

"  Speak  to  me,  my  daughter,"  said  Lady  An- 
nabel ;  "  counsel  me,   for  my  mind   trembles ; 
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anxiety  has  weakened  it.  Nay,  I  beseech  you 
speak.  Speak,  speak,  Venetia.  What  shall  I 
do?" 

"  Mother,  I  will  never  say  anything  again  but 
that  I  love  you." 

''  1  see  the  holy  father  in  the  distance.  Let 
us  walk  to  him,  my  child,  and  meet  him." 

Accordingly  Lady  Annabel,  now  leaning  on 
Venetia,  approached  the  monk.  About  five  mi- 
nutes elapsed  before  they  reached  him,  during 
which  not  a  word  was  spoken. 

"  Holy  father,"  said  Lady  Annabel  in  a  tone 
of  firmness  that  surprised  her  daughter  and 
made  her  tremble  with  anticipation,  "  you  know 
the  writer  of  this  letter  ?" 

"  He  is  my  friend  of  many  years,  lady,"  re- 
plied the  Armenian ;  *'  I  knew  him  in  America. 
I  owe  to  him  my  life,  and  more  than  my  life. 
There  breathes  not  his  equal  among  men." 

A  tear  started  to  the  eye  of  Lady  Annabel ; 
she  recalled  the  terms  in  which  the  household  at 
Arqua  had  spoken  of  Herbert.  "  He  is  in  Ve- 
nice ?  "  she  inquired. 
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"  He  is  within  these  Avails,"  the  monk  replied. 

Venetia,  scarcely  able  to  stand,  felt  her  mo- 
ther start.  After  a  momentary  pause,  Lady 
Annabel  said,  "  Can  I  speak  with  him,  and 
alone?" 

Nothing  but  the  most  nervous  apprehension 
of  throwing  any  obstacle  in  the  way  of 
the  interview  could  have  sustained  Venetia. 
Quite  pale,  with  her  disengaged  hand  clenched, 
not  a  word  escaped  her  lips.  She  hung  upon 
the  answer  of  the  monk. 

*^  You  can  see  him,  and  alone,"  said  the  monk. 
*'  He  is  now  in  the  sacristy.     Follow  me." 

"  Venetia,"  said  Lady  Annabel,  "  remain  in 
this  garden.  I  will  accompany  this  holy  man. 
Stop  !  embrace  me  before  I  go,  and,"  she  added, 
in  a  whisper,  '^  pray  for  me." 

It  needed  not  the  admonition  of  her  mother 
to  induce  Venetia  to  seek  refuge  in  prayer,  in 
this  agony  of  her  life.  But  for  its  salutary  and 
stilling  influence,  it  seemed  to  her  that  she  must 
have  forfeited  all  control  over  her  mind.  The 
g2 


124  VENETIA. 

suspense  was  too  terrible  for  human  aid  to  sup- 
port her.  Seated  by  the  sea-side,  she  covered 
her  face  with  her  hands,  and  invoked  the  Su- 
preme assistance.  More  than  an  hour  passed 
away.  Venetia  looked  up.  Two  beautiful  birds, 
of  strange  form  and  spotless  plumage,  that  per- 
haps had  wandered  from  the  Egean,  were  hover- 
ing over  her  head,  bright  and  glancing  in  the 
sun.  She  accepted  their  appearance  as  a  good 
omen.  At  this  moment  she  heard  a  voice,  and, 
looking  up,  observed  the  monk  in  the  distance, 
beckoning  to  her.  She  rose,  and,  with  a  trem- 
bling step,  approached  him.  He  retired,  still 
motioning  to  her  to  follow  him.  She  entered, 
by  a  low  portal,  a  dark  cloister  ;  it  led  to  an  ante- 
chapel,  through  which,  as  she  passed,  her  ear 
caught  the  solemn  chorus  of  the  brethren.  Her 
step  faultered ;  her  sight  was  clouded ;  she  was 
as  one  walking  in  a  dream.  The  monk  opened 
a  door,  and,  retiring,  waved  his  hand,  as  for  her 
to  enter.  There  was  a  spacious  and  lofty  cham- 
ber, scantily  furnished,  some  huge  chests,  and' 
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many  sacred  garments.  At  tlie  extreme  dis- 
tance her  mother  was  reclined  on  a  bench,  her 
head  supported  by  a  large  crimson  cushion,  and 
her  father  kneeling  by  her  mother'*s  side.  With 
a  soundless  step,  and  not  venturing  even  to 
breathe,  Venetia  approached  them,  and,  she 
knew  not  how,  found  lierself  embraced  by  both 
lier  parents. 
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BOOK  VI. 


CHAPTER  I. 


In  a  green  valley  of  the  Apennines,  close  to 
the  sea-coast  between  Genoa  and  Spezzia,  is  a 
marine  villa,  that  once  belonged  to  the  Malas- 
pina  family,  in  olden  time  the  friends  and  pa- 
trons of  Dante.  It  is  rather  a  fantastic  pile, 
painted  in  fresco,  but  spacious,  in  good  repair, 
and  convenient.  Although  little  more  than  a 
mile  from  Spezzia,  a  glimpse  of  the  blue  sea 
can  only  be  caught  from  one  particular  spot,  so 
completely  is  the  land  locked  with  hills,  covered 
with  groves  of  chesnut  and  olive  orchards.  From 
the   lieights,    however,   you    enjoy    magnificent 
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prospects  of  the  most  picturesque  portion  of  the 
Italian  coast ;  a  lofty,  undulating,  and  wooded 
shore,  with  an  infinite  variety  of  bays  and  jut- 
ting promontories;  w^hile  the  eye,  wandering 
from  Leghorn  on  one  side  towards  Genoa  on 
the  other,  traces  an  almost  uninterrupted  line  of 
hamlets  and  casinos,  gardens  and  orchards,  ter- 
races of  vines,  and  groves  of  olive.  Beyond 
them,  the  broad  and  blue  expanse  of  the  mid- 
land ocean,  glittering  in  the  meridian  blaze,  or 
about  to  receive  perhaps  in  its  glowing  waters, 
the  red  orb  of  sunset. 

It  was  the  month  of  Ma}^,  in  Italy,  at  least, 
the  merry  month  of  May,  and  Marmion  Her- 
bert came  forth  from  the  villa  Malaspina,  and 
throwing  himself  on  the  turf,  was  soon  lost  in 
the  volume  of  Plato,  which  he  bore  with  him. 
He  did  not  move  until  in  the  course  of  an  hour 
he  was  roused  by  the  arrival  of  servants,  who 
brought  seats  and  a  table,  when,  looking  up,  he 
observed    Lady    Annabel   and    Venetia    in   the 
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portico  of  the  villa.     He  rose  to  greet  them,  and 
gave  his  arm  to  his  wife. 

"  Spring  in  the  Apennines,  my  Annabel,'*'* 
said  Herbert,  "is  a  happy  combination.  I  am 
more  in  love  each  day  with  this  residence.  The 
situation  is  so  sheltered,  the  air  so  soft  and  pure, 
the  spot  so  tranquil,  and  the  season  so  delicious, 
that  it  realizes  all  my  romance  of  retirement. 
As  for  you,  I  never  saw  you  look  so  well;  and 
as  for  Venetia,  I  can  scarcely  believe  this  rosy 
nymph  could  have  been  our  pale-eyed  girl,  who 
cost  us  such  anxiety  !''' 

"  Our  breakfast  is  not  ready.  Let  us  walk 
to  our  sea  view,"  said  Ladv  Annabel.  "  Give 
me  your  book  to  cr.rry,  Marmion." 

"  There  let  the  philosopher  repose,'"  said 
Herbert,  throwing  the  volume  on  the  turf. 
"  Plato  dreamed  of  what  I  enjoy.-' 

**  And  of  what  did  Plato  dream,  papa.?"  said 
Venetia. 

"  He  dreamed  of  love,  child." 
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Venetia  took  her  father's  disengaged  arm. 

They  had  now  arrived  at  their  sea  view,  a 
glimpse  of  the  Mediterranean  between  two  tall 
crags. 

*'  A  sail  in  the  offing  !"  said  Herbert.  "  How 
that  solitary  sail  tells,  Annabel  ! " 

"  I  feel  the  sea  breeze,  mother.  Does  not  it 
remind  you  of  Weymouth  ?"  said  Venetia. 

"  Ah  !  Marmion,''  said  Lady  Annabel,  '•  1 
Avould  that  you  could  see  Masham  once  more. 
He  is  the  only  friend  that  I  regret." 

"  He  prospers,  Annabel ;  let  that  be  our  con- 
solation :  I  have  at  least  not  injured  him." 

They  turned  their  steps ;  their  breakfast  was 
now  prepared.  The  sun  had  risen  above  the 
hill,  beneath  whose  shade  they  rested,  and  the 
opposite  side  of  the  valley  sparkled  in  light.  It 
was  a  cheerful  scene.  "  I  have  a  passion  for 
living  in  the  air,"  said  Herbert ;  *•  I  always 
envied  the  shepherds  in  Don  Quixote.  One  of 
my  youthful  dreams  was  living  among  moun- 
tains of  rosemary,  and  drinking  only  goat's 
G  3 
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milk.  After  breakfast  I  will  )cad  you  Don 
Quixote's  description  of  the  golden  age.  I 
have  often  read  it  until  the  tears  came  into  my 
eyes." 

"  We  must  fancy  ourselves  in  Spain,"  said 
Lady  Annabel;  *'it  is  not  difficult  in  this  wild 
green  valley  ;  and  if  we  have  not  rosemary,  we 
have  scents  as  sweet.  Nature  is  our  garden 
here,  Venetia;  and  I  do  not  envy  even  the 
statues  and  cypresses  of  our  villa  of  the  lake." 

"  We  must  make  a  pilgrimage  some  day  to 
the  Maggiore,  Annabel,'^  said  Herbert.  "-  It  is 
hallowed  ground  to  me  now." 

Their  meal  was  finished,  the  servants  brought 
their  work,  and  books,  and  drawings ;  and  Her- 
bert, resuming  his  natural  couch,  re-opened  his 
Plato,  but  Venetia  ran  into  the  villa,  and  re- 
turned with  a  volume.  "You  must  read  us  the 
golden  age,  Papa,"  she  said,  as  she  offered  him, 
with  a  smile,  his  favourite  Don  Quixote. 

"  You  must  fancy  the  Don  looking  earnestly 
upon  a  handful  of  acorns,"  said  Herbert,  opening 
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the  book,  while  he  exclaims,  "  O  !  happy  age, 
which  our  first  parents  called  the  age  of  gold  ! 
not  because  gold,  so  much  adored  in  this  iron  age, 
was  then  easily  purchased,  but  because  those  two 
fatal  words,  meiim  and  tuum,  were  distinctions  un- 
known to  the  people  of  those  fortunate  times  ; 
for  all  things  were  in  common  in  that  holy  age  : 
men,  for  their  sustenance,  needed  only  to  lift 
their  hands,  and  take  it  from  the  sturdy  oak, 
whose  spreading  arms  liberally  invited  them  to 
gather  the  wholesome  savoury  fruit ;  while  the 
clear  springs,  and  silver  rivulets,  with  luxuriant 
plenty,  afforded  them  their  pure  refreshing 
water.  In  hollow  trees,  and  in  the  clefts  of 
rocks,  the  labouring  and  industrious  bees  erected 
their  little  commonwealths,  that  men  might  reap 
with  pleasure  and  with  ease  the  sweet  and  fertile 
harvest  of  their  toils.  The  tough  and  strenuous 
cork-trees  did,  of  themselves,  and  without  other 
art  than  their  native  liberality,  dismiss  and  im- 
part their  broad  light  bark,  which  served  to 
cover  those  lowly  huts,  propped  up  with  rough- 
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hewn  stakes,  that  were  first  built  as  a  shelter 
against  the  inclemencies  of  the  air.  All  then 
was  union,  all  peace,  all  love  and  friendship  in 
the  world.  As  yet  no  rude  plough-share  pre- 
sumed with  violence  to  pry  into  the  pious  bowels 
of  our  mother  earth,  for  she  without  compulsion 
kindly  yielded  from  every  part  of  her  fruitful 
and  spacious  bosom,  whatever  might  at  once 
satisfy,  sustain,  and  indulge,  her  frugal  children. 
Then  was  the  time  when  innocent,  beautiful, 
young  shepherdesses  went  tripping  over  the  hills 
and  vales ;  their  lovely  hair  sometimes  plaited, 
sometimes  loose  and  flowing,  clad  in  no  other 
vestment  but  what  the  modesty  of  nature  might 
require.  The  Tyrian  dye,  the  rich  glossy  hue  of 
silk,  martyred  and  dissembled  into  every  colour, 
which  are  now  esteemed  so  fine  and  magnificent, 
were  unknown  to  the  innocent  simplicity  of  that 
age;  yet,  bedecked  with  more  becoming  leaves 
and  flowers,  they  outshone  the  proudest  of  the 
vain-dressing  ladies  of  our  times,  arrayed  in  the 
wio&t  magnificent  garbs  and  all  the  most  sump- 
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tiious  adornings  which  idleness  and  hixury  have 
taught  succeeding  pride.  Lovers  then  expressed 
the  passion  of  their  souls  in  the  unaffected 
language  of  the  heart,  with  the  native  plainness 
and  sincerity  in  which  they  were  conceived,  and 
divested  of  all  that  artificial  contexture  which 
enervates  what  it  labours  to  enforce.  Imposture, 
deceit,  and  malice  had  not  yet  crept  in,  and  im- 
posed themselves  unbribed  upon  mankind  in  the 
disguise  of  truth  :  justice,  unbiassed  either  by 
favour  or  interest,  which  now  so  fatally  pervert 
it,  was  equally  and  impartially  dispensed ;  nor 
was  the  judge's  fancy  law,  for  then  there  was 
neither  judges  nor  causes  to  be  judged.  The 
modest  maid  might  then  walk  alone.  But,  in 
this  degenerate  age,  fraud  and  a  legion  of  ills 
infecting  the  world,  no  virtue  can  be  safe,  no 
honour  be  secure ;  while  wanton  desires,  diffused 
into  the  hearts  of  men,  corrupt  the  strictest 
watches  and  the  closest  retreats,  which,  though 
as  intricate  and  unknown  as  the  labyrinth  of 
Crete,  are  no  security  for  chastity.     Thus,  that 
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primitive  innocence  being  vanished,  the  oppres- 
sion daily  prevailing,  there  was  a  necessity  to 
oppose  the  torrent  of  violence  ;  for  which  reason 
the  order  of  knighthood  errant  was  instituted, 
to  defend  the  honour  of  virgins,  protect  widows, 
relieve  orphans,  and  assist  all  that  are  distressed. 
Now  I  myself  am  one  of  this  order,  honest 
friends;  and,  though  all  people  are  obliged  by 
the  law  of  nature  to  be  kind  to  persons  of  my 
character,  yet  since  you,  without  knowing  any- 
thing of  this  obligation,  have  so  generously  enter- 
tained me,  I  ought  to  pay  you  my  utmost  ac- 
knowledgement, and  accordingly  return  you  my 
most  hearty  thanks." 

"  There,''  said  Herbert,  as  he  closed  the  book, 
in  a  fit  of  enthusiasm.  "  In  my  opinion,  Don 
Quixote  was  the  best  man  that  ever  lived." 

"  But  he  did  not  ever  live,"  said  Lady  Anna- 
bel, smihng. 

" He  lives  to  us,"  said  Herbert.  "He  is 
the  same  to  this  age  as  if  he  had  absolutely 
wandered  over  the  plains  of  Castille  and  watched 
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in  the  Sierra  Morena.  We  cannot,  indeed,  find 
his  tomb ;  but  he  has  left  us  his  great  example. 
In  his  hero,  Cervantes  has  given  us  the  picture 
of  a  great  and  benevolent  philosopher,  and  in 
his  Sancho,  a  complete  personification  of  the 
world,  selfish  and  cunning,  and  yet  overawed  by 
the  genius  that  he  cannot  comprehend  :  alive  to 
all  the  material  interests  of  existence,  yet  sighing 
after  the  ideal ;  securing  his  four  young  foals  of 
the  she-ass,  yet  indulging  in  dreams  of  empire." 

**  But  what  do  you  think  of  the  assault  on  the 
windmills,  Marmion  ?  "  said  Lady  Annabel. 

"  In  the  outset  of  his  adventures,  as  in  the 
outset  of  our  lives,  he  was  misled  by  his  enthu- 
siasm," replied  Herbert,  ''  without  which,  after 
all  we  can  do  nothing.  But,  the  result  is,  Don 
Quixote  was  a  redresser  of  wrongs,  and  therefore 
the  world  esteemed  him  mad." 

In  this  vein,  now  conversing,  now  occupied 
with  their  pursuits,  and  occasionally  listening  to 
some  passage  which  Herbert  called  to  their 
attention,  and  which  ever  served  as  the  occasion 
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for  some  critical  remarks,  that  were  ever  as 
striking  from  their  originality  as  they  were 
happy  in  their  expression,  the  freshness  of  the 
morning  disappeared  ;  the  sun  now  crowned  the 
valley  with  his  meridian  beam,  and  they  re- 
entered the  villa.  The  ladies  returned  to  their 
cool  saloon,  and  Herbert  to  his  study. 

It  was  there  he  amused  himself  by  composing 
the  following  lines; — 

SPRING  IN  THE  APENNINES. 
I. 
Spring  in  the  Apennine  now  holds  her  court 
Within  an  amphitheatre  of  hills. 
Clothed  with  the  blooming  chestnut ;  musical 
With  murmuring  pines,  waving  their  light  green 

cones 
Like  youthful  Bacchants ;  while  the  dewy  grass, 
The  myrtle  and  the  mountain  violet, 
Blend  their  bright  odours  with  the  fragrant  trees. 
And  sweeten  the  soft  air.     Above  us  spreads 
The  purple  sky,  bright  with  the  unseen  sun 
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The  hills  yet  screen,  altho  the  golden  beam 
Touches  the  topmost  boughs,  and  tints  with  light 
The  grey  and  sparkling  crags.     The  breath  of 

morn 
Still  lingers  in  the  valley ;   but  the  bee 
With  restless  passion  hovers  on  the  wing, 
Waiting  the  opening  flower,  of  whose  embrace 
The  sun  shall  be  the  signal.     Poised  in  air, 
The  winged  minstrel  of  the  liquid  dawn, 
The  lark  pours  forth  his  lyric,  and  responds 
To  the  fresh  chorus  of  the  sylvan  doves, 
The  stir  of  branches  and  the  fall  of  streams : 
The  harmonies  of  nature ! 

ir. 

Gentle  Spring ! 
Once  more,  oh!  yes!  once  more  I  feel  thy  breath. 
And  charm  of  renovation !  To  the  sky 
Thou  bringest  light,  and  to  the  glowing  earth, 
A  garb  of  grace  :  but  sweeter  than  the  sky 
That  hath  no  cloud,  and  sweeter  than  the  earth 
With  all  its  pageantry,  the  peerless  boon 
Thou  bearest  to  me — a  temper  like  thine  own ; 
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A  springlike  spirit,  beautiful  and  glad  ! 

Long  years — long   years  of  suffering,   and  of 

thought 
Deeper  than  woe,  had  dimmed  the  eager  eye 
Once  quick  to  catch  thy  brightness,  and  the  ear 
That  lingered  on  thy  music,  the  harsh  world 
Plad  jarred.     The  freshness  of  my  life  was  gone, 
And  hope  no  more  an  omen  in  thy  bloom 
Found  of  a  fertile  future  !     There  are  minds 
Like  lands  but  with  one  season,  and  that  drear ; 
Mine  was  eternal  winter  ! 

III. 

A  dark  dream 
Of  hearts  estranged,  and  of  an  Eden  lost 
Entranced  my  being ;  one  absorbing  thought, 
Which,  if  not  torture,  was  a  dull  despair 
That  agony  were  hght  to.     But  while  sad 
Within  the  desart  of  ray  life  I  roamed, 
And  no  sweet  springs  of  love  gushed  forth    to 

greet 
My  wearied  heart, — behold  two  spirits  came 


VENETIA.  139 

Floating  in  light,  seraphic  ministers, 
The  semblance  of  whose  splendour  on  me  fell 
As  on  some  dusky  stream  the  matin  ray 
Touching  the  gloomy  waters  with  its  life. 
And  both  were  fond  and  one  was  merciful ! 
And  to  my  home  long  forfeited  they  bore 
My  vagrant  spirit,  and  the  gentle  hearth 
I  reckless  fled,  received  me  with  its  shade 
And  pleasant  refuge.     And  our  softened  hearts 
Were  like  the  twilight,  when  our  very  bliss 
Calls  tears  to  soothe  our  rapture  ;   as  the  stars 
Steal  forth,  then  shining  smiles  their  trembling- 
ray 
Mixed  with  our  tenderness ;    and  love  was  there 
In  all  his  manifold  forms  ;   the  sweet  embrace, 
And  thrilling  pressure  of  the  gentle  hand, 
And  silence  speaking  with  the  melting  eye ! 

IV. 

And  now  again  I  feel  thy  breath,  O  Spring ! 
And  now  the  seal  hath  fallen  from  my  gaze, 
And  thy  wild  music  in  my  ready  ear 
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Finds  a  quick  eclio  !   The  discordant  world 

Mars  not  thy  melodies ;  thy  blossoms  now 

Arc  emblems  of  my  heart ;    and   through   my 

veins 
The  flow   of  youthful  feeling  long  pent  up 
Glides  like  thy    sunny   streams!     In   this   fair 

scene. 
On  forms  still  fairer  I  my  blessing  pour ; 
On  her  the  beautiful,  the  wise,  the  good. 
Who  learnt  the  sweetest  lesson  to  forgive; 
And  on  the  bright-eyed  daughter  of  our  love, 
Who  soothed  a  mother,  and  a  father  saved  ! 
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CHAPTER  II. 


Between  the  reconciliation  of  Lady  Annabel 
Herbert  with  her  husband,  at  the  Armenian  con- 
vent at  Venice,  and  the  spring  morning  in  the 
Apennines,  which  we  have  just  described,  half 
a  year  had  intervened.  The  political  position 
of  Marmion  Herbert  rendered  it  impossible  for 
him  to  remain  in  any  city  where  there  was  a 
representative  of  his  Britannic  Majesty.  In- 
deed it  was  scarcely  safe  for  him  to  be  known 
out  of  America.  He  had  quitted  that  country 
shortly  after  the  struggle  was  over,  chiefly  from 
considerations  for  his  health.  His  energies 
had  been  fast  failing  him  ;  and  a  retired  hfe 
and  change  of  climate  had  been  recommended 
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by  his  physicians.  His  own  feelings  induced 
him  to  visit  Italy,  where  he  had  once  intended 
to  pass  his  life,  and  where  he  now  repaired  to 
await  death.  Assuming  a  feigned  name,  and 
living  in  strict  seclusion,  it  is  probable  that  his 
presence  would  never  have  been  discovered ; 
or  if  detected,  would  not  have  been  noticed. 
Once  more  united  with  his  wife,  her  personal 
influence  at  the  court  of  St.  JamesX  and  her 
powerful  connexions,  might  secure  him  from 
annoyance ;  and  Venetia  had  even  indulged  in 
a  vague  hope  of  returning  to  England.  But 
Herbert  could  only  have  found  himself  again 
in  his  native  country  as  a  prisoner  on  parole. 
It  would  have  been  quite  impossible  for  him 
to  mix  in  the  civil  business  of  his  native  laud, 
or  enjoy  any  of  the  rights  of  citizenship.  If 
a  mild  sovereign  in  his  mercy  had  indeed  ac- 
corded him  a  pardon,  it  must  have  been  accom- 
panied with  rigorous  and  mortifying  conditions ; 
and  his  presence,  in  all  probability,  would  have 
been  confined  to  his  country  residence  and  its 
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immediate  neighbourhood.  The  pride  of  Lady 
Annabel  herself  recoiled  from  this  sufferance ; 
and  although  Herbert — keenly  conscious  of  the 
sacrifice  which  a  permanent  estrangement  from 
England  entailed  upon  his  wife  and  child — 
would  have  submitted  to  any  restrictions,  how- 
ever humiliating,  provided  they  were  not  incon- 
sistent with  his  honour,  it  must  be  confessed 
that,  when  he  spoke  of  this  painful  subject  to 
his  wife,  it  was  with  no  slight  self-congratula- 
tion that  he  had  found  her  resolution  to  re- 
main abroad  under  any  circumstances  was 
fixed  with  her  habitual  decision.  She  commu- 
nicated, indeed,  both  to  the  Bishop  of  ****** 
and  to  her  brother,  the  unexpected  change  that 
had  occurred  in  her  condition,  and  she  had 
reason  to  believe  that  a  representation  of  what 
liad  happened  would  be  made  to  the  Royal 
family.  Perhaps  both  the  head  of  her  house 
and  her  reverend  friend  anticipated  that  time 
might  remove  the  barrier  that  presented  itself 
to  Herbert's  immediate  return  to  England  :  they 
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confined  their  answers,  however,  to  congratu- 
lations on  the  reconciliation,  to  their  confidence 
in  the  satisfaction  it  would  occasion  her,  and 
to  the  expression  of  their  faithful  friendship  ; 
and  neither  alluded  to  a  result  whicli  both,  if 
only  for  her  sake,  desired. 

The  Herberts  had  quitted  Venice  a  very  few 
days  after  the  meeting  on  the  island  of  St. 
Lazaro ;  had  travelled  by  slow  journeys,  cross- 
ing the  Apennines,  to  Genoa  ;  and  only  re- 
mained in  that  city  until  they  engaged  their 
present  residence.  It  combined  all  the  advan- 
tages which  they  desired  :  seclusion,  beauty, 
comfort,  and  the  mild  atmosphere  that  Venetia 
had  seemed  to  require.  It  was  not,  however, 
the  genial  air  that  had  recalled  the  rose  to 
Venetia's  cheek  and  tlie  sunny  smile  to  her 
bright  eye,  or  had  inspired  again  that  graceful 
form  with  all  its  pristine  elasticity.  It  was  a 
heart  content ;  a  spirit  at  length  at  peace.  Tiie 
contemplation  of  the  happiness  of  those  most 
dear  to  her,    that  she   hourly  witnessed  ;    and 
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the  blissful  consciousness  that  her  exertions  had 
mainly  contributed  to,  if  not  completely  occa- 
sioned, all  this  felicity,  were  remedies  of  far  more 
efficacy  than  all  the  consultations  and  prescrip- 
tions of  her  physicians.  The  conduct  of  her 
father  repaid  her  for  all  her  sufferings,  and 
realised  all  her  dreams  of  domestic  tenderness 
and  delight.  Tender,  grateful,  and  affectionate, 
Herbert  hovered  round  her  mother  like  a 
delicate  spirit  who  had  been  released  by  some 
kind  mortal  from  a  tedious  and  revolting  thral- 
dom, and  who  believed  he  could  never  sufficiently 
testify  his  devotion.  There  was  so  much  respect 
blended  with  his  fondness,  that  the  spirit  of  her 
mother  was  utterly  subdued  by  his  irresistible 
demeanour.  All  her  sadness  and  reserve,  her 
distrust  and  her  fear,  had  vanished ;  and  rising 
confidence  mingling  with  the  love  she  had  ever 
borne  to  him,  she  taught  herself  even  to  seek 
his  opinion,  and  be  guided  by  his  advice.  She 
could  not  refrain,  indeed,  from  occasionally  feel- 
ing— in  this  full  enjoyment  of  his  love — that  she 
might  have  originally  acted  with  too  much  pie- 

VOL.  III.  H 
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cipitation  ;  and  that,  had  she  only  bent  for  a 
moment  to  the  necessity  of  conciHation,  and  con- 
descended to  the  excusable  artifices  of  affection, 
their  misery  might  have  been  prevented.  Once 
when  they  were  alone,  her  softened  heart  would 
have  confessed  to  Herbert  this  painful  convic- 
tion, but  he  was  too  happy  and  too  generous  to 
permit  her  for  a  moment  to  indulge  in  such  a 
remorseful  retrospect.  All  the  error,  he  in- 
sisted, was  his  own  ;  and  he  had  been  fool 
enough  to  have  wantonly  forfeited  a  happiness 
which  time  and  experience  had  now  taught  him 
to  appreciate. 

"  We  married  too  young,  Marmion,"  said  his 
wife. 

«  It  shall  be  that  then,  love,"  replied  Her- 
bert ;  "  but  for  all  that  I  have  suffered,  I  would 
not  have  avoided  my  fate  on  the  condition  of 
losing  the  exquisite  present  !" 

It  is  perhaps  scarcely  necessary  to  remark, 
that  Herbert  avoided  with  the  most  scrupulous 
vigilance  the  slightest  allusion  to  any  of  those 
peculiar  opinions,  for  which  he  was  unhappily 
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too  celebrated.  Musing  over  the  singular  revo- 
lutions -which  had  already  occurred  in  his  habits 
and  his  feelings  towards  herself,  Lady  Annabel 
indeed  did  not  despair  that  his  once  self-suffi- 
cient soul  might  ultimately  bow  to  that  blessed 
faith  wliich  to  herself  had  ever  proved  so  great 
a  support  and  so  exquisite  a  solace.  It  was, 
indeed,  the  inexpressible  hope  that  lingered  at 
the  bottom  of  her  heart ;  and  sometimes  she 
even  indulged  in  the  delightful  fancy  that  his 
mild  and  penitent  spirit  had  by  the  gracious 
mercy  of  Providence  been  already  touched  by 
the  bright  sunbeam  of  conviction.  At  all  events, 
his  subdued  and  chastened  temperament  was  no 
unworthy  preparation  for  still  greater  blessings. 
It  was  this  hallowed  anticipation  which  consoled, 
and  alone  consoled.  Lady  Annabel  for  her  own 
estrangement  from  the  communion  of  her  na- 
tional church.  Of  all  the  sacrifices  which  her 
devotion  to  Herbert  entailed  upon  her,  this  was 
the  one  which  she  felt  most  constantly  and  most 
severely.  Not  a  day  elapsed  but  the  chapel 
h2 
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Cherbury  rose  before  her;  and  when  she  re- 
membered that  neither  herself  nor  her  daughter 
might  again  kneel  round  the  altar  of  their  God, 
she  almost  trembled  at  the  step  which  she  had 
taken,  and  almost  esteemed  it  a  sacrifice  of 
heavenly  to  earthly  duty,  which  no  considera- 
tions perhaps  warranted.  This  apprehension, 
indeed,  w^as  the  cloud  in  her  life,  and  one  which 
Venetia,  who  felt  all  its  validity,  found  difficulty 
in  combating. 

Otherwise,  when  Venetia  beheld  her  parents, 
she  felt  ethereal,  and  seemed  to  move  in  air  ;  for 
her  life,  in  spite  of  its  apparent  tranquillity,  was 
to  her  all  excitement.  She  never  looked  upon 
her  father,  or  heard  his  voice,  without  a  thrill. 
His  society  was  as  delightful  as  his  heart  was 
tender.  It  seemed  to  her  that  she  could  listen 
to  him  for  ever.  Every  word  he  spoke  was  dif- 
ferent to  the  language  of  other  men  ;  there  was 
pot  a  subject  on  which  his  richly  cultivated 
piind  could  not  pour  forth  instantaneously  a 
flood  of  fine  fancies  and  deep  intelligence.     He 


VENETIA.  149 

seemed  to  have  read  every  book  in  every  lan- 
guage, and  to  have  mused  over  every  line  he 
had  read.  She  could  not  conceive  how  one,  the 
tone  of  whose  mind  was  so  original  that  it 
suggested  on  every  topic  some  conclusion  that 
struck  instantly  by  its  racy  novelty,  could  be 
so  saturated  with  the  learning  and  the  views  of 
other  men.  Although  they  lived  in  unbroken 
solitude,  and  were  almost  always  together,  not  a 
day  passed  that  she  did  not  find  herself  musing 
over  some  thought  or  expression  of  her  father, 
and  which  broke  from  his  mind  without  effort, 
and  as  if  by  chance.  Literature  to  Herbert  was 
now  only  a  source  of  amusement  and  engaging 
occupation.  All  thought  of  fame  had  long  fled 
his  soul.  He  cared  not  for  being  disturbed ; 
and  he  would  throw  down  his  Plato  for  Don 
Quixote,  or  close  his  ^^schylus  and  take  up  a 
volume  of  Madame  de  Sevigne  without  a  mur- 
mur, if  reminded  by  any  thing  that  occurred  of 
a  passage  wliich  might  contribute  to  the  amuse- 
ment and  instruction  of  his  wife  and  daughter. 
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Indeed,  his  only  study  now  was  to  contribute  to 
their  happiness.  For  him  they  had  given  up 
their  country  and  society,  and  he  sought  by  his 
vigilant  attention,  and  his  various  accomplish- 
ments, to  render  their  hours  as  light  and  plea- 
sant as,  under  such  circumstances,  was  possible. 
His  muse,  too,  was  only  dedicated  to  the  cele- 
bration of  any  topic  which  their  life  or  them- 
selves  suggested.  He  loved  to  lie  under  the 
trees,  and  pour  forth  sonnets  to  Lady  Annabel ; 
and  encouraged  Venetia,  by  the  readiness  and 
interest  v^^ith  which  he  invariably  complied  with 
her  intimations,  to  throw  out  every  fancy  which 
occurred  to  her  for  his  verse.  A  life  passed 
without  the  intrusion  of  a  single  evil  passion, 
without  a  single  expression  that  was  not  soft, 
and  graceful,  and  mild,  and  adorned  with  all  the 
resources  of  a  most  accomplished  and  creative 
spirit,  rec[uircd  not  the  distractions  of  society. 
It  would  have  shrunk  from  it — from  all  its  arti- 
ficial excitement  and  vapid  re-action.  The  days 
of  the  Herberts  flowed  on  in  one  bright,  con- 
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tinuous  stream  of  love,  and  literature,  and  gentle 
pleasures.  Beneath  them  was  the  green  earth, 
above  them  the  blue  sky.  Their  spirits  were  as 
clear  and  their  hearts  as  soft  as  the  clime. 

The  hour  of  twiliglit  was  approaching,  and 
the  Herberts  were  preparing  for  their  daily 
walk.  Their  simple  repast  was  finished,  and 
Venetia  held  the  verses  which  her  father  had 
written  in  the  morning,  and  which  he  had 
presented  to  her. 

"  Let  us  descend  to  Spezzia,^'  said  Herbert  to 
ILady  Annabel ;   "  I  love  an  ocean  sunset." 

Accordingly  they  proceeded  through  their 
valley  to  the  craggy  path  which  led  down  to  the 
bay.  After  passing  through  a  small  ravine,  the 
magnificent  prospect  opened  before  them.  The 
sun  was  yet  an  hour  above  the  horizon,  and  the 
sea  was  like  a  lake  of  molten  gold ;  the  colour 
of  the  sky  nearest  to  the  sun  of  a  pale  green, 
with  two  or  three  burnished  streaks  of  vapour, 
quite  still,  and  so  thin  you  could  almost  catch 
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the  sky  through  them,  fixed,  as  it  were,  in  this 
gorgeous  frame.  It  was  now  a  dead  cahn,  but 
the  sail  that  had  been  liovering  the  whole  morn- 
ing in  the  offing,  had  made  the  harbour  in  time, 
and  had  just  cast  anchor  near  some  coasting 
craft  and  fishing  boats,  all  that  now  remained 
where  Napoleon  had  projected  forming  one  of 
the  arsenals  of  the  world. 

Tracing  their  way  down  a  mild  declivit}^, 
covered  with  spreading  vineyards,  and  quite 
fragrant  with  the  blossom  of  the  vine,  the  Her- 
berts proceeded  through  a  wood  of  olives,  and 
emerged  on  a  terrace  raised  directly  above  the 
shore,  leading  to  Spezzia,  and  studded  here  and 
there  with  rugged  groups  of  aloes. 

"  I  have  often  observed  here,*"  said  Venetia, 
"  about  a  mile  out  at  sea — there  now,  where  I 
point —the  water  rise.  It  is  now  a  calm,  and  yet 
it  is  more  troubled,  I  think,  than  usual.  Tell 
me  the  cause,  dear  father,  for  I  have  often 
wished  to  know." 
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*'  It  passes  my  experience,"  said  Herbert ; 
'*  but  here  is  an  ancient  fisherman  ;  let  us  en- 
quire of  him." 

He  was  an  old  man,  leaning  against  a  rock, 
and  smoking  his  pipe  in  contemplative  silence  ; 
his  face  bronzed  with  the  sun  and  the  roughness 
of  many  seasons,  and  his  grey  hairs  not  hidden 
by  his  long  blue  cap.  Herbert  saluted  him,  and 
pointing  to  the  phenomenon,  requested  an  ex- 
planation of  it. 

'•  'Tis  a  fountain  of  fresh  water,  Signor,  that 
rises  in  our  gulf,**'  said  the  old  fisherman,  "  to 
the  height  of  twenty  feet." 

"  And  is  it  constant  ?"  enquired  Herbert. 

"  'Tis  the  same  in  sunshine  and  in  storm,  in 
summer  and  in  winter,  in  calm  or  in  breeze," 
said  the  old  fisherman. 

"  And  has  it  always  been  so  ?" 

"  It  came  before  my  time."' 

"A  philosophic  answer,""  said  Herbert,  ''  and 
deserves  a  paul.  Mine  was  a  crude  question. 
Adio,  good  friend." 

h3 
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"  1  should  like  to  drink  of  that  fountain  of 
fresh  water,  Annabel,"  said  Herbert.  "  There 
seems  to  me  something  wondrous  fanciful  in  it. 
Some  day  we  will  row  there.  It  shall  be  a  calm 
like  this.'' 

"We  want  a  fountain  in  our  valley,"  said  Lady 
Annabel. 

'«  We  do,"  said  Herbert;  "and  I  think  we 
must  make  one;  we  must  enquire  at  Genoa.  I 
am  curious  in  fountains.  Our  fountain  should, 
I  think,  be  classical;  simple,  compact,  with  a 
choice  inscription,  the  altar  of  a  Naiad." 

*•  And  mamma  shall  make  the  design,  and  you 
shall  write  the  inscription,"  said  Venetia. 

"  And  you  shall  be  the  nymph,  child,"  said 
Herbert. 

They  were  now  within  a  bowshot  of  the  har- 
bour, and  a  jutting  cliff  of  marble,  more  grace- 
ful from  a  contiguous  bed  of  myrtles,  invited 
them  to  rest,  and  watch  the  approaching  sunset. 

"  Say  what  they  like,"  said  Herbert,  "  there 
is  a  spell  in  the  shores  of  the  Mediterranean 
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Sea  wliich  no  others  can  rival.  Never  was  such 
a  union  of  natural  loveliness  and  magical  asso- 
ciations !  On  these  shores  have  risen  all  that 
interests  us  in  the  past : — Egypt  and  Palestine, 
Greece,  Rome,  and  Carthage,  Moorish  Spain, 
and  feodal  Italy.  These  shores  have  yielded 
us  our  religion,  our  arts,  our  literature,  and  our 
laws.  If  all  that  we  have  gained  from  the 
shores  of  the  Mediterranean  was  erased  from 
the  memory  of  man,  we  should  be  savages. 
Will  the  Atlantic  ever  be  as  memorable  ?  Its 
civilization  will  be  more  rapid,  but  will  it  be  as 
refined  ?  and,  far  more  important,  will  it  be  as 
permanent?  Will  it  not  lack  the  racy  vigour  and 
the  subtle  spirit  of  aboriginal  genius?  Will 
not  a  colonial  character  cling  to  its  society  ? 
Feeble,  inanimate,  evanescent.  AVhat  America  is 
deficient  in,  is  creative  intellect.  It  has  no  na- 
tionality. Its  intelligence  has  been  imported 
like  its  manufactured  goods.  Its  inhabitants 
are  a  people,  but  are  they  a  nation  ?  I  wish 
that  the  empire  of  the  Incas,  and  the  kingdom 
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of  Montezuma,  had  not  been  sacrificed.  I  wish 
that  the  republic  of  the  Puritans  had  blended 
with  the  tribes  of  the  wilderness." 

The  red  sun  was  now  hovering  over  the 
horizon  ;  it  quivered  for  an  instant,  and  then 
sank.  Immediately  the  high  and  undulating 
coast  was  covered  with  a  crimson  flush  ;  the 
cliffs,  the  groves,  the  bays  and  jutting  promon- 
tories, each  straggling  sail  and  tall  white  tower, 
suffused  with  a  rosy  light.  Gradually  that  rosy 
tint  became  a  bright  violet,  and  then  faded  into 
purple.  But  the  glory  of  the  sunset  long 
lingered  in  the  glowing  west,  streaming  with 
every  colour  of  the  Iris— while  a  solitary  star 
ghttered  with  silver  light  amid  the  shifting 
splendour. 

**  Hesperus  rises  from  the  sunset  like  the 
fountain  of  fresh  water  from  the  sea,"  said 
Herbert.  "  The  sky  and  the  ocean  have  two 
natvu'cs  like  ourselves." 

At  this  moment  the  boat  of  the  vessel,  that 
had  anchored  about  an  hour  back,  put  to  shore. 
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*•  That  seems  an  Englisli  brig,*"  said  Herbert. 
"  I  cannot  exactly  make  out  its  trim ;  it  scarcely 
seems  a  merchant  vessel."" 

The  projection  of  the  shore  hid  the  boat  from 
their  sight  as  it  landed.  The  Herberts  rose, 
and  proceeded  towards  the  harbour.  There 
were  some  rude  steps  cut  in  the  rock  which  led 
from  the  immediate  shore  to  the  terrace.  As 
they  approached  these,  two  gentlemen  in  sailors' 
jackets  mounted  suddenly.  Lady  Annabel  and 
Venetia  simultaneously  started  as  they  recog- 
nised Lord  Cadurcis  and  his  cousin.  They 
were  so  close,  that  neither  party  had  time  to 
prepare  themselves.  Venetia  found  her  hand  in 
that  of  Plantagenet,  while  Lady  Annabel  saluted 
Geoi-ge.  Infinite  were  their  mutual  inquiries 
and  congratulations,  but  it  so  happened  that, 
with  one  exception,  no  name  was  mentioned. 
It  was  quite  evident,  however,  to  Herbert,  that 
these  were  very  familiar  acquaintances  of  his 
family,  for,  in  the  surprise  of  the  moment,  Lord 
Cadurcis  had  saluted  his  daughter  by  her  chris- 
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tian  name.  There  was  no  slight  emotion,  too, 
displayed  on  all  sides.  Indeed,  independent  of 
the  agitation  which  so  unexpected  a  rencounter 
was  calculated  to  produce,  the  presence  of  Her- 
bert, after  the  first  moments  of  recognition,  not 
a  little  excited  the  curiosity  of  the  young  men, 
and  in  some  degree  occasioned  the  embarrass- 
ment of  all.  Who  was  this  stranger  on  whom 
Venetia  and  her  mother  were  leaning  with  such 
fondness  ?  He  was  scarcely  too  old  to  be  the 
admirer  of  Venetia,  and  if  there  were  a  greater 
disparity  of  years  between  them  than  is  usual, 
his  distinguished  appearance  might  well  recon- 
cile the  lady  to  her  lot,  or  even  justify  her  choice. 
Had,  then,  Cadurcis  again  met  Venetia  only  to 
find  her  the  bride  or  the  betrothed  of  another  ? 
— a  mortifying  situation,  even  an  intolerable  one, 
if  his  feelings  remained  unchanged  ;  and  if  the 
eventful  year  that  had  elapsed  since  they  parted, 
had  not  replaced  her  image  in  his  susceptible 
mind  by  another  more  cherished,  and,  perhaps, 
less  obdurate.      Again,   to  Lady  Annabel  the 
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moment  was  one  of  great  awkwardness,  for  the 
introduction  of  her  husband  to  those  with  whom 
she  was  recently  so  intimate,  and  who  were  then 
aware  that  the  name  of  that  husband  was  never 
even  mentioned  in  her  presence,  recalled  the 
painful  past  with  a  disturbing  vividness.  Ve- 
netia,  indeed,  did  not  share  these  feelings  fully, 
but  she  thought  it  ungracious  to  anticipate  her 
mother  in  the  announcement. 

The  Herberts  turned  with  Lord  Cadurcis  and 
his  cousin ;  they  were  about  to  retrace  their 
steps  on  the  terrace,  when  Lady  Annabel,  taking 
advantage  of  the  momentary  silence  and  sum- 
moning all  her  energy,  with  a  pale  cheek  and  a 
voice  that  slightly  faultered,  said,  ''  Lord  Ca- 
durcis, allow  me  to  introduce  you  to  Mr. 
Herbert,  my  husband,"  she  added  with  em- 
phasis. 

''  Good  God !  "  exclaimed  Lord  Cadurcis, 
starting ;  and  then,  outstretching  his  hand,  he 
contrived  to  add,  ''  have  I,  indeed,  the  pleasure 
of  seeing  one  I  have  so  long  admired  ?  " 
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**  Lord  Cadurcis  !  **■*  exclaimed  Herbert, 
scarcely  less  surprised.  "•  Is  it  Lord  Cadurcis  ! 
This  is  a  welcome  meeting." 

Every  one  present  felt  overwhelmed  with 
confusion  or  astonishment  ;  Lady  Annabel 
sought  refuge  in  presenting  Captain  Cadurcis 
to  her  husband.  This  ceremony,  though  little 
noticed  even  by  those  more  immediately  inte- 
rested in  it,  nevertheless  served,  in  some  degree, 
as  a  diversion.  Herbert,  who  was  only  asto- 
nished, was  the  first  who  rallied.  Perhaps  Lord 
Cadurcis  was  the  only  man  in  existence  whom 
Herbert  >yished  to  know^  He  had  read  his 
works  with  rapture ;  at  least  those  portions 
which  foreign  journals  had  afforded  him.  He 
was  deeply  impressed  with  his  fame  and  genius  ; 
but  what  perplexed  him  at  this  moment,  even 
more  than  his  unexpected  introduction  to  him, 
was  the  singular,  the  very  extraordinary  circum- 
stance, that  the  name  of  their  most  celebrated 
countryman  should  never  have  escaped  tiie  lips 
cither  of  his  wife  or  liis  daughter,  although  they 
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appeared,  and  Venetia  especially,  to  be  on  terms 
with  him  of  even  domestic  intimacy. 

"You  arrived  here  to  day.  Lord  Cadurcis  ?" 
said  Herbert.     ''  From  whence  ?*" 

"  Immediately  from  Naples,  where  we  last 
touched,"  replied  bis  lordship ;  "  but  I  have 
been  residing  at  Athens."" 

'*  I  envy  you,""  said  Herbert. 

"  It  would  be  a  fit  residence  for  you,"  said 
Lord  Cadurcis.  "  You  were,  however,  in  some 
degree  my  companion,  for  a  volume  of  your 
poems  was  one  of  the  few  books  I  had  with  me. 
I  parted  with  all  the  rest,  but  I  retained  that. 
It  is  in  my  cabin  ;  and  full  of  my  scribblement. 
If  you  would  condescend  to  accept  it,  I  would 
offer  it  you.'' 

Mr.  Herbert  and  Lord  Cadurcis  maintained^ 
the  conversation  along  the  terrace.  Venetia,  by 
whose  side  her  old  companion  walked,  was  quite 
silent.  Once  her  eyes  met  those  of  Cadurcis  ; 
his  expression  of  mingled  archness  and  astonish- 
ment was  irresistible.     His  cousin  and  Lady  An- 
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nabel  carried  on  a  more  suppressed  conversation, 
but  on  ordinary  topics.  When  they  had  reached 
the  olive  grove,  Herbert,  said,  "  Here  lies  our 
way  homeward,  my  lord.  If  you  and  your  cou- 
sin will  accompany  us,  it  Vvill  delight  Lady  An- 
nabel and  myself.*" 

"  Nothing  I  am  sure  will  give  George  and 
myself  greater  pleasure,""  he  replied.  "  We 
had,  indeed,  no  purpose  when  you  met  us,  but 
to  enjoy  our  escape  from  imprisonment;  little 
dreaming  we  should  meet  our  kindest  and  oldest 
friends,"  he  added. 

^^  Kindest  and  oldest  friends  !  "  thought  Her- 
bert to  himself.  "  Well,  this  is  strange  in- 
deed." 

"It  is  but  a  slight  distance,"  said  Lady  An- 
nabel, who  thought  it  necessary  to  enforce  the 
invitation.  "  We  live  in  the  valley,  of  which 
yonder  hill  forms  a  part." 

"  And  there  we  have  passed  our  winter  and 
our  spring,"  added  Venetia,  "  almost  as  delight- 
fully as  you  could  have  done  at  Athens." 
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''Well!''  thought  Cadurcis  to  himself,  "I 
have  seen  many  of  the  world's  marvels,  but  this 
day  is  a  miracle." 

When  they  had  proceeded  through  the  olive 
wood,  and  mounted  the  acclivity,  they  arrived 
at  a  path  which  permitted  the  ascent  of  only  one 
person  at  a  time.  Cadurcis  was  last,  and  fol- 
lowed Venetia.  Unable  any  longer  to  endure 
the  suspense,  he  was  rather  irritated  that  she 
kept  so  close  to  her  father ;  he  himself  loitered 
a  few  paces  behind,  and  breaking  off  a  branch 
of  laurel,  he  tossed  it  at  her.  She  looked 
round  and  smiled;  he  beckoned  to  her  to  fall 
back.  "  Tell  me,  Venetia,"  he  said,  "  what 
does  all  this  mean  ?  *" 

"  It  means  that  we  are  at  last  all  very  happy," 
she  replied.     "  Do  you  not  see  my  father  ?"" 

*'  Yes  ;  and  I  am  very  glad  to  see  him,  but 
this  company  is  the  very  last  in  which  I  expected 
to  have  that  pleasure."' 

"  It  is  too  long  a  story  to  tell  now ;  you  must 
imagine  it*" 
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"But  are  you  glad  to  see  nie ?  " 

"  Very." 

"  I  don't  think  you  care  for  me  the  least." 

'^  Silly  Lord  Cadurcis!"  she  said  smiling, 

"  If  you  call  me  Lord  Cadurcis,  I  shall  im- 
mediately go  back  to  the  brig,  and  set  sail  this 
night  for  Athens." 

"  Well  then,  silly  Plantagenet !  " 

He  laughed,  and  they  ran  on. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

"  Well,  I  am  not  surprised  that  you  should 
have  passed  your  time  deh'ghtfully  here,"  said 
Lord  Cadurcis  to  Lady  Annabel,  when  they  had 
entered  the  villa;  ''for  I  never  beheld  so  de- 
lightful a  retreat.  It  is  even  more  exquisite 
than  your  villa  on  the  lake,  of  which  George 
gave  me  so  glowing  a  description.  I  was  almost 
tempted  to  hasten  to  you.  Would  you  have 
smiled  on  me  ? "  he  added  rather  archly,  and 
in  a  coaxing  tone. 

*'  I  am  more  gratified  that  we  have  met  here," 
said  Lady  Annabel. 

"  And  thus.""  added  Cadurcis. 

"  You  have  been  a  great  traveller  since  we 
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last    met?"    said  Lady  Annabel,    a  little    em- 
barrassed. 

"  My  days  of  restlessness  are  over,""  said  Ca- 
durcis.  "  I  desire  nothing  more  dearly  than  to 
settle  down  in  the  bosom  of  these  green  hiUs  as 
you  have  done."" 

''  This  life  suits  Mr.  Herbert "  said  Lady 
Annabel.  ''  He  is  fond  of  seclusion,  and  you 
know,  I  am  accustomed  to  it." 

"  Ah !  yes,"  said  Cadurcis,  mournfully. 
"  When  I  was  in  Greece,  I  used  often  to  wish 
that  none  of  us  had  ever  left  dear  Cherbury  ; 
but  I  do  not  now." 

"  We  must  forget  Cherbury,"  said  Lady  An- 
nabel. 

''  I  cannot — I  cannot  forget  lier  who  cherished 
my  melancholy  childhood.  Dear  Lady  Anna- 
bel,"" he  added  in  a  voice  of  emotion,  and  offer- 
ing her  his  hand,  "  forget  all  my  follies,  and 
remember  that  I  was  your  child,  once  as  dutiful 
as  you  were  affectionate." 

AVho  could  resist  tliis  appeal  ?     Lady  Anna- 
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bel  not  AvithoLit  agitation,  yielded  him  her  hand, 
which  he  pressed  to  Iiis  lips.  *'  Now  I  am  again 
happy,"  said  Cadurcis;  "now  we  are  all 
happy.  Sweetest  of  friends,  you  have  removed 
in  a  moment  the  bitterness  of  years." 

Although  lights  w^re  in  the  saloon,  the  win- 
dows opening  on  the  portico  were  not  closed. 
The  evening  air  was  soft  and  balmy,  and,  though 
the  moon  had  not  risen,  the  distant  hills  were 
clear  in  the  starlight.  Venetia  was  standing  in 
the  portico  conversing  with  George  Cadurcis. 

"  I  suppose  you  are  too  much  of  a  Turk  to 
drink  our  coffee.  Lord  Cadurcis,"  said  Herbert. 
Cadurcis  turned  and  joined  him,  together  with 
Lady  Annabel. 

"Nay,"  said  Lord  Cadurcis,  in  a  joyous  tone, 
"  Lady  Annabel  will  answer  for  me  that  I  always 
find  every  thing  perfect  under  her  roof.*" 

Captain  Cadurcis  and  Venetia  now  re-entered 
the  villa;  they  clustered  round  the  table,  and 
seated  themselves. 

"Why,  Venetia,"  said  Cadurcis,  "George met 
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me  in  Sicily,  and  quite  frightened  me  about  you. 
Is  it  the  air  of  the  Apennines  that  has  worked 
these  marvels,  for  really  you  appear  to  to  me 
exactly  the  same  as  when  we  learnt  the  French 
vocabulary  together  ten  years  ago." 

"  *  The  French  vocabulary  together,  ten  years 
ago  I**"  thought  Herbert ;  "  not  a  mere  London 
acquaintance  then.     This  is  very  strange." 

*•  Why,  indeed,  Plantagenet,"  replied  Venetia, 
"  I  was  very  unwell  when  George  visited  us ; 
but  I  really  have  quite  forgotten  that  I  ever  was 
an  invalid,  and  I  never  mean  to  be  again." 

"  'Plantagenet  ! ' '" soliloquised  Herbert.  ''And 
this  is  the  great  poet  of  whom  I  have  heard  so 
much  !  My  daughter  is  tolerably  familiar  with 
him.'' 

"  I  have  brought  you  all  sorts  of  buffooneries 

from  Stamboul,"  continued  Cadurcis  ;  "  sweet- 
meats, and  slippers,  and  shawls,  and  daggers  worn 
only  by  sultanas,  and  with  which  if  necessarv 
they  can  keep  '  the  harem's  lord  '  in  order.  I 
meant    to    have    sent    them    with    George    to 
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England,  for  really  I  did  not  anticipate  our 
meeting  here." 

"  '  Sweetmeats  and  slippers,'  "  said  Herbert  to 
himself,  "  '  shawls  and  daggers  !  *    What  next  ?" 

"  And  has  George  been  with  you  all  the 
time?''  inquired  Venetia. 

"  Oh  !  we  quarrelled  now  and  then,  of  course. 
He  found  Athens  dull,  and  would  stay  at  Con- 
stantinople, chained  by  the  charms  of  a  fair 
Perote,  to  whom  he  wanted  me  to  write  sonnets 
in  his  name.  I  would  not,  because  I  thought 
it  immoral.  But,  on  the  whole,  we  got  on 
very  well ;  a  sort  of  Pylades  and  Orestes,  I 
assure  you  ;  we  never  absolutely  fought." 

"  Come,  come,"  said  George,  "  Cadurcis  is 
always  ashamed  of  being  amiable.  We  were 
together  much  more  than  I  ever  intended  or 
anticipated.  You  know  mine  was  a  sporting 
tour ;  and  therefore,  of  course,  we  were  some- 
times separated.  But  he  Mas  exceedingly  popu- 
lar with  all  parties,  especially  the  Turks,  whom 
he  rewarded  for  their  courtesy  by  writing  odes 
to  the  Greeks  to  stir  them  up  to  revolt." 

VOL.  Ill,  I 
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"  Well,  they  never  read  them,'"'  said  Cadurcis. 
*'  All  we,  poor  fellows,  can  do,"  he  added,  turn- 
ing to  Herbert,  "  is  to  wake  the  Hellenistic  rap- 
tures of  May-Fair ;  and  that  they  call  fame ;  as 
much  like  fame  as  a  toadstool  is  like  a  truffle." 

"  Nevertheless,  I  hope  the  muse  has  not  slum- 
bured,"  said  Herbert ;  "  for  you  have  had  the 
happiest  inspiration  in  the  climes  in  which  you 
have  resided;  not  only  are  they  essentially 
poetic,  but  they  offer  a  virgin  vein." 

"I  have  written  a  little,"  replied  Cadurcis; 
"  I  will  give  it  you,  if  you  like,  some  day  to 
turn  over.  Yours  is  the  only  opinion  that  I 
really  care  for.  1  have  no  great  idea  of  the 
poetry  ;  but  I  am  very  strong  in  my  costume. 
I  feel  very  confident  about  that.  I  fancy  I  know 
how  to  hit  off'  a  pasha,  or  touch  in  a  Greek 
pirate  now.  As  for  all  the  things  I  wrote  in 
England,  I  really  am  ashamed  of  them.  I  got 
up  my  orientalism  from  books,  and  sultans  and 
sultanas  at  masquerades,*"  he  added,  archly. 
"  I  remember  I  made  my  heroines  always  wear 
turbans  ;  only  conceive  my  horror  when  I  found 
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that  a  Turkish  woman  would  as  soon  think  of 
putting  my  hat  on  as  a  turban,  and  that  it  was 
an  article  of  dress  entirely  confined  to  a  Bond- 
street  milliner." 

The  evening  passed  in  interesting  and  di- 
verting conversation  ;  of  course,  principally 
contributed  by  the  two  travellers,  who  had  seen 
so  much.  Inspirited  by  his  interview  with  Lady 
Annabel,  and  her  gracious  reception  of  his  over- 
tures, Lord  Cadurcis  was  in  one  of  those  frolic 
humours,  which  we  have  before  noticed  was  not 
unnatural  to  him.  He  had  considerable  powers 
of  mimicry,  and  the  talent  that  had  pictured  to 
Venetia,  in  old  days,  with  such  liveliness  the 
habits  of  the  old  maids  of  Morpeth,  was  now 
engaged  on  more  considerable  topics ;  an  inter- 
view with  a  pasha,  a  peep  into  a  harem,  a  visit 
to  a  pirate's  isle,  the  slave-market,  the  bazaar, 
the  barracks  of  the  Janissaries ;  all  touched  with 
irresistible  vitality,  and  coloured  with  the  rich 
phrases  of  unrivalled  force  of  expression.  The 
laughter  was  loud  and  continual;  even  Lady 
I  2 
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Annabel  joined  zealously  in  the  glee.  As  for 
Herbert,  he  thought  Cadurcis  by  far  the  most 
hearty  and  amusing  person  he  had  ever  known, 
and  could  not  refrain  from  contrasting  him  witli 
the  picture  which  his  works  and  the  report  of 
the  w^orld  had  occasionally  enabled  him  to 
sketch  to  his  mind's  eye  ;  the  noble,  young,  and 
impassioned  bard,  pouring  forth  the  eloquent 
tide  of  his  morbid  feelings  to  an  idolising 
M'orld,  from  whose  applause  he  nevertheless 
turned  with  an  almost  misanthropic  melancholy. 
It  was  now  much  past  the  noon  of  night,  and 
the  hour  of  separation,  long  postponed,  was 
inevitable.  Often  had  Cadurcis  risen  to  depart, 
^nd  often,  without  regaining  his  seat,  had  he 
been  tempted  by  his  friends,  and  especially  Ve- 
netia,  into  fresh  narratives.  At  last,  he  said, 
'^  Now  we  must  go.  Lady  Annabel  looks  good 
hight.  I  remember  the  look,*'  he  said,  laughing, 
"  when  we  used  to  beg  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
Inore.  O  !  Venetia,  do  not  you  remember  that 
Christmas,  when  dear  old  Masham  read  Julius 
Ceesar,  and  we  were    to    sit    up    until    it   waa 
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finished.  When  lie  got  to  the  last  act  I  hid  in's 
spectacles.  I  never  confessed  it  until  this  mo- 
ment. Will  you  pardon  me,  Lady  Annabel  ?  '* 
and  he  pressed  his  hands  together  in  a  mockery 
of  supplication. 

"  Will  you  come  and  breakfast  with  us  to- 
morrow?" said  Lady  Annabel. 

*'  With  delight,"  he  answered.  ''  I  am  used, 
you  know,  to  walks  before  breakfast.  George — • 
I  do  not  think  George  can  do  it,  though.  George 
likes  his  comforts:  he  is  a  regular  John  Bull. 
He  was  always  calling  for  tea  when  we  were  in 
Turkey  !  " 

At  this  moment  Mistress  Pauncefort  entered 
the  room,  ostensibly  on  some  little  affair  of  her 
mistress,  but  really  to  reconnoitre. 

*' Ah  !  Mistress  Pauncefort;  my  old  friend, 
Mistress  Pauncefort,  how  do  you  do?"  ex- 
claimed his  lordship. 

"  Quite  well,  my  lord,  please  your  lordship; 
and  very  glad  to  see  your  lordship  again,  and 
looking  so  well  too." 
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*^  Ah  !  Mistress  Pauncefort,  you  always  flat- 
tered me  ! " 

"  Oh  !  dear,  my  lord,  yourlordship,  no,''  said 
Mistress  Pauncefort,  with  a  simper. 

'*  But  you,  Pauncefort,'*  said  Cadurcis,  "  why 
there  must  be  some  magic  in  the  air  here.  I 
have  been  complimenting  your  lady  and  Miss 
Venetia;  but  really,  you,  I  should  almost  have 
thought  it  was  some  younger  sister." 

"  Oh  !  my  lord,  you  have  such  a  way,"  said 
Mistress  Pauncefort,  retreating  with  a  slow  step 
^hat  still  lingered  for  a  remark. 

"  Pauncefort,  is  that  an  Italian  cap  ?"  said 
Lord  Cadurcis ;  **  you  know,  Pauncefort,  you 
'were  always  famous  for  your  caps."  Mistress 
Pauncefort  disappeared  in  a  fluster  of  delight. 

And  now  they  had  indeed  departed.  There 
was  a  pause  of  complete  silence  after  they  had 
disappeared,  the  shght  and  not  painful  reaction 
after  the  mirthful  excitement  of  the  last  few 
Lours.  At  length  Herbert,  dropping,  as  was 
his  evening  custom,  a  few  drops  of    orange- 
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flower  into  a  tumbler  of  water,  said  "  Annabel, 
my  love,  I  am  rather  surprised  that  neither  you 
nor  Venetia  should  have  mentioned  to  me  that 
you  knew,  and  knew  so  intimately,  a  man  like 
Lord  Cadurcis." 

Lady  Annabel  appeared  a  little  confused  ;  sbe 
looked  even  at  Venetia,  but  Venetians  eyes  were 
on  the  ground.  At  length  she  said,  *'  In  truth, 
Marmion,  since  we  met  we  have  thought  only  of 

you." 

"  Cadurcis  Abbey,  papa,  is  close  to  Cher- 
bury,""  said  Venetia. 

"  Cherbury !  '*  said  Herbert,  with  a  faint  blush, 
*'  I  have  never  seen  it,  and  now  I  shall  never  see 
it.  No  matter,  my  country  is  your  mother  and 
yourself.  Some  find  a  home  in  their  country,  I 
find  a  country  in  my  home.  Well,"  he  added, 
in  a  gayer  tone,  "  it  has  gratified  me  much  to 
meet  Lord  Cadurcis.  We  were  happy  before, 
but  now  we  are  even  gay.  I  like  to  see  you 
smile,  Annabel,  and  hear  Venetia  laugh.  I  feel, 
myself,  quite  an  unusual  hilarity.    Cadurcis !    It 
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is  very  strange  how  often  I  have  mused  over  that 
name.  A  year  ago  it  was  one  of  my  few  wishes 
to  know  him ;  my  wishes  tlien,  dear  Annabel, 
were  not  very  ambitious.  They  did  not  mount 
so  high  as  you  have  since  permitted  them. 
And  now  I  do  know  him,  and  under  what  cir- 
cumstances.? Is  not  hfe  strange?  But  is  it  not 
Iiappy  ?  I  feel  it  so.  Good  night,  sweet  wife ; 
my  darling  daughter,  a  happy,  happy  night !" 
He  embraced  them  ere  they  retired  ;  and  opening 
a  volume  composed  his  mind  after  the  novel  ex- 
citement of  the  evening. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

Cadurcis  left  tlie  brig  early  in  the  n.orning 
alone,  and  strolled  towards  the  ^illa.  He  met 
Herbert  half-way  to  Spezzia,  who  turned  back 
with  him  towards  home.  They  sat  down  on 
a  crag  opposite  the  sea ;  there  was  a  light  breeze^ 
the  fishing  boats  were  out,  and  the  view  was  as 
animated  as  the  fresh  air  was  cheering. 

"  There  they  go,"  said  Cadurcis,  smiling, 
'*  catching  John  Dory,  as  you  and  I  try  to  catch 
John  Bull.  Now  if  these  people  could  under- 
stand what  two  great  men  were  watching  them, 
how  they  would  stare !  But  they  don't  care  a 
sprat  for  us,  not  they  !  They  are  not  part  of 
the  world— the  three  or  four  thousand  civilised 
savages  for  whom  we  sweat  our  brains,  and 
i3 
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whose  fetid  breath  perfumed  with  musk  is  fame. 
Pah  !" 

Herbert  smiled.  "•  I  have  not  cared  much 
myself  for  this  same  world,  my  lord." 

"  Why,  no ;  you  have  done  something,  and 
shown  your  contempt  for  them.  No  one  can 
deny  that.  I  will  some  day,  if  I  have  an 
opportunity.  I  owe  it  them  ;  1  think  I  can  show 
them  a  trick  or  two  still*.  I  have  got  a  Damascus 
blade  in  store  for  their  thick  hides.  I  will  turn 
their  flank  yet. " 

"  And  gain  a  victory  where  conquest  brings 
no  glory.  You  are  worth  brighter  laurels,  Lord 
Cadurcis."*' 

*'  Now  is  not  it  the  most  wonderful  thing  in 
the  world  that  you  and  I  have  met  ?"  said  Ca- 
durcis.  "  Now  I  look  upon  ourselves  as  some- 
thing like,  eh  !  Fellows  with  some  pith  in  them. 
By  Jove  if  we  only  joined  together,  how  we 
could  lay  it  on.  Crack,  ci'ack,  crack  !  I  think  I 
see  them  wincing  under  the  thong ;  the  pompous 

*  "  I  think  I  know  a  trick  or  two  would  turn 
Your  flanks."  Don  Jit  an. 
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poltroons !  If  you  only  knew  how  they  behaved 
to  me !  By  Jove,  sir,  they  hooted  me  going  to 
the  House  of  Lords,  and  nearly  pulled  me  off 
my  horse.  The  ruffians  would  have  massacred 
me  if  they  could  ;  and  then  they  all  ran  away 
from  a  drummer-boy  and  a  couple  of  grenadiers, 
who  were  going  the  rounds  to  change  guard. 
Was  not  that  good  ?  Fine,  eh  ?  A  brutish 
mob  in  a  fit  of  morality  about  to  immolate  a 
gentleman,  and  then  scampering  off  from  a 
sentry.     I  call  that  human  nature  !" 

*'  As  long  as  they  leave  us  alone,  and  do  not 
burn  us  alive,  I  am  content,*"  said  Herbert.  *'  I 
«m  callous  to  what  they  say." 

"  So  am  I,"  said  Cadurcis.  "  I  made  out  a 
list  the  other  day  of  all  the  persons  and  things 
I  have  been  compared  to.  It  begins  well,  with 
Alcibiades,  but  it  ends  with  the  Swiss  giantess 
or  the  Polish  dwarf,  I  forget  which.  Here  is 
your  book.  You  see  it  has  been  well  thumbed. 
In  fact,  to  tell  the  truth,  it  was  my  cribbing  book, 
and  I  always  kept  it  by  me  when  I  was  writing 
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at  Athens,  like  a  gradus,  a  gradm  ad  Parnassum^ 
you  know.  But  although  I  crib,  I  am  candid, 
and  you  see  I  fairly  own  it  to  you.'* 

"  You  are  welcome  to  all  I  have  ever  written," 
said  Herbert.  "  Mine  were  but  crude  dreams. 
I  wished  to  see  man  noble  and  happy ;  but  if  he 
will  persist  in  being  vile  and  miserable,  I  must 
even  be  content.  I  can  struggle  for  him  no 
more." 

"  Well,  you  opened  my  mind,*"  said  Cadurcis, 
*'  I  owe  you  every  thing ;  but  I  quite  agree  with 
you  that  nothing  is  worth  an  effort.  As  for 
philosophy  and  freedom,  and  all  that,  they  tell 
devilish  well  in  a  stanza ;  but  men  have  always 
been  fools  and  slaves,  and  fools  and  slaves  they 
always  will  be." 

"  Nay,"  said  Herbert,  "  I  will  not  believe 
that.  I  will  not  give  up  a  jot  of  my  conviction 
of  a  great  and  glorious  future  for  human  des* 
tinics  ;  but  its  consummation  will  not  be  as 
rapid  as  I  once  thought,  and  in  the  mean  time  I 
die." 
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"  Ah  !  Death,''  said  Lord  Cadurcis,  '*  that 
is  a  botherer.  What  can  you  make  of  death  ? 
There  are  those  poor  fishermen  now ;  there  will 
be  a  white  squall  some  day,  and  they  will  go 
down  with  those  latteen-sails  of  theirs,  and  be 
food  for  the  very  prey  they  were  going  to  catch  ; 
and,  if  you  continue  living  here,  you  may  eat 
one  of  your  neighbours  in  the  shape  of  a  shoal 
of  red  mullets,  when  it  is  the  season.  The  great 
secret — we  cannot  penetrate  that  with  all  our 
philosophy,  my  dear  Herbert.  '  All  that 
we  know  is,  nothing  can  be  known. "^  Barren, 
barren,  barren  !  And  yet  what  a  grand  world 
it  is  !  Look  at  this  bay,  these  blue  waters,  the 
mountains,  and  these  chestnuts — devilish  fine! 
The  fact  is,  truth  is  veiled,  but,  like  the  Shecki- 
nah  over  the  tabernacle,  the  veil  is  of  dazzlino- 
light ! '' 

"  Life  is  the  great  wonder,"  said  Herbert,  "  in 
which  all  that  is  strange  and  startling  resolves 
itself.  The  mist  of  familiarity  obscures  froni 
us  the  miracle  of  our  being.     Mankind  arc  con- 
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stantly  starting  at  events  which  they  consider 
extraordinary.  But  a  philosopher  acknowledges 
only  one  miracle,  and  that  is  life.  Political 
•revolutions,  changes  of  empire,  wrecks  of  dynas- 
ties and  the  opinions  that  support  them,  these 
are  the  marvels  of  the  vulgar,  but  these  are  only 
transient  modifications  of  life.  The  origin  of 
existence  is,  therefore,  the  first  object  which  a 
true  philosopher  proposes  to  himself.  Unable 
to  discover  it,  he  accepts  certain  results  from  liis 
unbiassed  observation  of  its  obvious  nature,  and 
on  them  he  establishes  certain  principles  to  be 
our  guides  in  all  social  relations,  whether  they 
take  the  shape  of  laws  or  customs.  Neverthe- 
less, until  the  principle  of  life  be  discovered,  all 
theories  and  all  systems  of  conduct  founded  on 
theory  must  be  considered  provisional." 

"  And  do  you  believe  that  there  is  a  chance 
of  its  being  discovered  ?  "  inquired  Cadurcis. 

"  I  cannot,  from  any  reason  in  my  own  in- 
telligence, find  why  it  should  not,*"  said  Her- 
bert. 
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"  You  conceive  it  possible  that  a  man  may 
attain  earthly  immortality  ?  "  inquired  Ca- 
ll urcis. 

"  Undoubtedly." 

"  By  Jove,"  said  Cadurcis,  ^'  if  I  only  knew 
how,  I  would  purchase  an  immense  annuity 
directly." 

"  When  I  said  undoubtedly,"  said  Herbert, 
smiling,  "  I  meant  only  to  express  that  I  know 
no  invincible  reason  to  the  contrary.  I  see 
nothing  inconsistent  with  the  existence  of  a 
Supreme  Creator  in  the  annihilation  of  death. 
It  appears  to  me  an  achievement  worthy  of  his 
omnipotence.  I  believe  in  the  possibility,  but 
I  believe  in  nothing  more.  I  anticipate  the 
final  result,  but  not  by  individual  means.  It 
will,  of  course,  be  produced  by  some  vast  and 
silent  and  continuous  operation  of  nature,  gra- 
dually effecting  some  profound  and  compre- 
hensive alteration  in  her  order — a  chansre  of 
climate,  for  instance,  the  great  enemy  of  life, — 
so  that  the  inhabitants  of  the  earth  may  attain 
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a  patriarchal  age.  This  renovated  breed  may 
in  turn  produce  a  still  more  vigorous  offspring, 
and  so  we  may  ascend  the  scale  from  the  three 
score  and  ten  of  the  Psalmist,  to  the  immor- 
tality of  which  we  speak.  Indeed  I,  for  niy  own 
part,  believe  the  operation  has  already  com- 
menced, although  thousands  of  centuries  may 
elapse  before  it  is  consummated ;  the  three  score 
and  ten  of  the  Psalmist  is  already  obsolete  ;  the 
whole  world  is  talking  of  the  general  change  of 
its  seasons  and  its  atmosphere.  If  the  origin  of 
America  were  such  as  many  profound  philoso- 
phers suppose,  viz.,  a  sudden  emersion  of  a 
new  continent  from  the  waves,  it  is  impossible  to 
doubt  that  such  an  event  must  have  had  a  very 
great  influence  on  the  climate  of  the  world. 
Besides,  why  should  we  be  surprised  that  the 
nature  of  man  should  change  ?  Does  not 
every  thing  change  ?  Is  not  change  the  law  of 
nature  ?  My  skin  changes  every  year,  my  hair 
never  belongs  to  me  a  month,  the  nail  on  my 
hand  is    only   a  passing  possession.      I   doubt 
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whether  a  man  at  fifty  is  the  same  material 
being  that  he  is  at  five-aiid-twenty." 

"  I  wonder,"  said  Lord  Cadurcis,  "■  if  a 
creditor  brought  an  action  against  you  at  fifty 
for  goods  delivered  at  five-and-twenty,  one 
could  set  up  the  want  of  identity  as  a  plea  in 
bar.  It  would  be  a  consolation  to  an  elderly 
gentleman." 

"  I  am  afraid  mankind  are  too  hostile  to 
philosophy/'  said  Herbert,  smihng,  "  to  per- 
mit so  desirable  a  consummation." 

**  Should  you  consider  a  long  life  a  blessing?" 
said  Cadurcis.  "  Would  you  hke,  for  instance, 
to  live  to  the  age  of  Methusalem  ?/' 

*'  Those  whom  the  gods  love  die  young,"  said 
Herbert.  "'  For  the  last  twenty  years  I  have 
wished  to  die,  and  I  have  sought  death.  But 
my  feelings,  I  confess,  on  that  head  are  at 
present  very  much  modified.*" 

"  Youth,  glittering  youth  !"  said  Cadurcis,  in 
a  musing  tone;  "  I  remember  when  the  proispect 
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of  losing-  my  youth  frightened  me  out  of  my 
wits;  I  dreamt  of  nothing  but  grey  hairs,  a 
paunch,  and  the  gout  or  the  gravel.  But  I 
fancy  every  period  of  life  has  its  pleasures,  and 
as  we  advance  in  life  the  exercise  of  power  and 
the  possession  of  wealth  must  be  great  consola- 
tions to  the  majority;  we  bully  our  children 
and  hoard  our  cash." 

"  Two  most  noble  occupations ! "  said  Her- 
bert ;  "  but  I  think  in  this  world  there  is  just 
as  good  a  chance  of  being  bullied  by  our 
children  first,  and  paying  their  debts  afterwards." 
"  Faith !  you  are  right,"  said  Cadurcis, 
laughing,  "  and  lucky  is  he  who  has  neitlier 
creditors  nor  offspring,  and  who  owes  neither 
money  nor  affection  ;  after  all,  the  most  difficult 
to  pay  of  the  two." 

"It  cannot  be  commanded,  certainly,*'  said 
Herbert.     "  There  is  no  usury  for  love." 

"  And  yet  it  is  very  expensive,  too,  some- 
times," said  Cadurcis,  laughing.  "  For  my  part 
sympathy  is  a  puzzler." 
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"  You  should  read  Cabaiiis,"  said  Her- 
bert, "  if,  indeed,  you  have  not.  I  think  I 
may  find  it  here ;  I  will  lend  it  you.  It  has, 
from  its  subject,  many  errors,  but  it  is  very 
suggestive.'' 

"  Now,  that  is  kind,  for  I  have  not  a  book 
here,  and,  after  all,  there  is  nothing  like  read- 
ing. I  wish  I  had  read  more,  but  it  is  not  too 
late.  I  envy  you  your  learning,  besides  so 
many  other  things.  However,  I  hope  we  shall 
not  part  in  a  hurry;  we  have  met  at  last," 
he  said,  extending  his  hand,  "  and  we  were 
always  friends." 

Herbert  shook  his  hand  very  warmly.  "  I 
can  assure  you,  Lord  Cadurcis,  you  have  not  a 
more  sincere  admirer  of  your  genius.  I  am 
happy  in  your  society.  For  myself,  I  now 
aspire  to  be  nothing  better  than  an  idler  in 
life,  turning  over  a  page,  and  sometimes  noting 
down  a  fancy.  You  have,  it  appears,  known 
my  family  long  and  intimately,  and  you  were, 
doubtless,  surprised  at  finding  me  with  them. 
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1  liave  returned  to  my  hearth,  and  I  am  content. 
Once  I  sacrificed  my  liappiness  to  my  philo- 
sophy, and  now  I  have  sacrificed  my  philosophy 
to  my  happiness/' 

"  Dear  friend !  '*  said  Cadurcis,  putting  his 
arm  affectionately  in  Herbert's,  as  they  walked 
along  —  "  for,  indeed,  you  must  allow  me  to 
style  you  so  —  all  the  happiness  and  all  the 
sorrow  of  my  life  alike  flow  from  your  roof ! '' 

In  the  mean  time  Lady  Annabel  and  Venetia 
came  forth  from  the  villa  to  their  morning 
meal  in  their  amphitheatre  of  hills.  Mar- 
mion  was  not  there  to  greet  them  as  usual. 

"Was  not  Plantagenet  amusing  last  night  ?  " 
said  Venetia;  *'  and  are  not  you  happy,  dear 
mother,  to  see  him  once  more  ?  " 

*'  Indeed  I  am  now  always  happy,"  said  Lady 
Annabel. 

*'  And  George  was  telling  me  last  night,  in 
this  portico,  of  all  their  life.  He  is  more  at- 
tached to  Plantagenet  than  ever.  He  says  it  is 
impossible  for  any  one  to   have  behaved  with 
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greater  kindness,  or  to  have  led,  in  every  sense, 
a  more  calm  and  rational  life.  When  he  was 
alone  at  Athens,  he  did  nothing  hut  write. 
George  says  that  all  his  former  works  are  nothing 
to  what  he  has  written  now." 

"  He  is  very  engaging,"  said  Lady  Anna- 
bel. 

"  I  think  he  will  be  such  a  delightful  com- 
panion for  papa.  I  am  sure  papa  must  like  him. 
I  hope  he  will  stay  some  time;  for,  after  all, 
poor  dear  papa,  he  must  require  a  little  amuse- 
ment besides  our  society.  Instead  of  being  with 
his  books,  he  might  be  walking  and  talking  with 
Plantagenet.  I  think,  dearest  mother,  we  shall 
be  happier  than  ever  !  " 

At  this  moment  Herbert,  with  Cadurcis  lean- 
ing on  his  arm,  and  apparently  speaking  witli 
great  earnestness,  appeared  in  the  distance. 
*«  There  they  are,*'  said  Venetia  ;  '^  I  knew 
they  would  be  friends.  Come,  dearest  mother, 
let  us  meet  them." 

"  You  see,  Lady  Annabel,"  said  Lord   Ca- 
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durcis,  "  it  is  just  as  I  said  :  Mr.  George  is  not 
here ;  he  is  having  tea  and  toast  on  board  the 
brig,  I  warrant  him." 

*^  I  do  not  beheve  it/'  said  Venetia,  smihng. 

They  seated  themselves  at  the  breakfast- 
table. 

"  You  should  have  seen  our  Apennine  break- 
fasts in  the  autumn,  Lord  Cadurcis,"  said  Her- 
bert ;  "  every  fruit  of  nature  seemed  crowded 
before  us.  It  was  indeed  a  meal  for  a  poet  or  a 
painter  like  Paul  Veronese ;  our  grapes,  our  figs, 
our  peaches,  our  mountain  strawberries, — they 
made  a  glowing  picture.  For  my  part,  I  have 
an  original  prejudice  against  animal  food  which 
I  have  never  quite  overcome,  and  I  believe  it  is 
only  to  please  Lady  Annabel  that  I  have  re- 
lapsed into  the  heresy  of  cutlets." 

"Do  you  think  I  have  grown  fatter.  Lady 
Annabel  ?  "  said  Lord  Cadurcis,  starting  up ; 
'*  I  brought  myself  down  at  Athens  to  bread 
and  olives,  but  I  have  been  committing  terrible 
excesses  lately,  but  only  fish." 
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'*  Ah  !  liere  is  George!"  said  Lady  An- 
nabel. 

And  Captain  Cadurcis  appeared,  followed 
by  a  couple  of  sailors,  bearing  a  huge  case. 

"  George,"  said  Venetia,  "  I  have  been  de- 
fending you  against  Plantagenet ;  he  said  you 
would  not  come." 

"  Never  mind,  George,  it  was  only  behind 
your  back,"  said  Lord  Cadurcis  ;  "  and  under 
those  legitimate  circumstances,  why  even  our 
best  friends  cannot  expect  us  to  spare  them.*" 

'^  I  have  brought  Venetia  her  toys,*"  said 
Captain  Cadurcis,  "  and  she  was  right  to  de- 
fend me,  as  I  have  been  working  for  her.*** 

The  top  of  the  case  was  knocked  off,  and  all 
the  Turkish  buiFooneries,  as  Cadurcis  called 
them,  made  their  appearance  :  slippers,  and 
shawls,  and  bottles  of  perfumes,  and  little  hand 
mirrors,  beautifully  embroidered  ;  and  fanciful 
daggers,  and  rosaries,  and  a  thousand  other 
articles,  of  which  they  had  plundered  the  bazaars 
of  Constantinople. 

"  And  here  is  a  Turkish  volume  of  poetry, 
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beautifully  illuminated ;  and  that  is  for  you," 
said  Lord  Cadurcis,  giving  it  to  Herbert. 
*'  Perhaps  it  is  a  translation  of  one  of  our 
works.  Who  knows  ?  We  can  always  say 
it  is.'* 

"  This  is  the  second  present  you  have  made 
me  this  morning.  Here  is  a  volume  of  my 
works,"  said  Herbert,  producing  the  book  that 
Cadurcis  had  before  given  him,  "  and  precious 
from  your  autograph.  I  never  expected  that 
anything  1  wrote  would  be  so  honovired.  This, 
too,  is  the  work  of  which  I  am  the  least  ashamed, 
for  my  wafe  admired  it.  There,  Annabel,  even 
though  Lord  Cadurcis  is  here,  I  will  present  it 
to  you  ;  'tis  an  old  friend." 

Lady  Annabel  accepted  the  book  very  gra- 
ciously, and,  in  spite  of  all  the  temptations  of 
her  toys,  Venetia  could  not  refrain  from  peeping 
over  her  mother's  shoulder  at  its  contents. — 
'« Mother,"  she  whispered,  in  a  voice  inau- 
dible save  to  Lady  Annabel,  "  I  may  read 
this  ?  " 

Lady  Annabel  gave  it  her. 
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"  And  now  we  must  send  for  Pauncefort,  I 
think/'  said  Lady  Annabel,  "  to  collect  and 
take  care  of  our  treasures/' 

"  Pauncefort/'  said  Lord  Cadurcis,  when  that 
gentlewoman  appeared,  "  I  have  brought  you  a 
shawl,  but  I  could  not  bring  you  a  turban,  be- 
cause the  Turkish  ladies  do  not  wear  turbans ; 
but  if  I  had  thought  we  should  have  met  so 
soon,  I  would  have  had  one  made  on  purpose 
for  you." 

"  La !  my  lord,  you  always  are  so  polite  '  " 
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CHAPTER  V. 


When  the  breakfast  was  over,  they  wan- 
dered about  the  valley,  which  Cadurcis  could 
not  sufficiently  admire.  Insensibly  he  drew  Ve- 
netia  from  the  rest  of  the  party,  on  the  pretence 
of  showing  her  a  view  at  some  little  distance. 
They  walked  along  by  the  side  of  a  rivulet, 
which  glided  through  the  hills,  until  they  were 
nearly  a  mile  from  the  villa,  though  still  in 
sight. 

'*  Venetia,"  he  at  length  said,  turning  the  con- 
versation to  a  more  interesting  topic,  "  your 
father  and  myself  have  disburthened  our  minds 
to  each  other  this  morning  ;  I  think  we  know 


VENETIA.  195 

each  other  now  as  well  as  if  we  were  as  old 
acquaintances  as  myself  and  his  daughter." 

"  Ah  1  I  knew  that  you  and  papa  must  agree," 
said  Venetia  ;  "  I  was  saying  so  this  morning  to 
my  mother." 

"Venetia,"  said  Cadurcis,  with  a  laughing 
e3'e,  "  all  this  is  very  strange,  is  it  not  ?  '* 

"  Very  strange,  indeed,  Plantagenet ;  I  should 
not  be  surprised  if  it  appeared  to  you  as  yet  even 
incredible." 

"  It  is  miraculous,"  said  Cadurcis,  ''  but  not 
incredible ;  an  angel  interfered,  and  worked  the 
miracle.     I  know  all.^' 

Venetia  looked  at  him  with  a  faint  flush  upon 
her  cheek ;  she  gathered  a  flower  and  plucked  it 
to  pieces. 

^'  What  a  singular  destiny  ours  has  been, 
Venetia  !  "  said  Cadurcis.  "  Do  you  know  I  can 
sit  for  an  hour  together  and  muse  over  it  ?  " 

<*  Can  you,  Plantagenet  ?  " 

"  I  have  such  an  extraordinary  memory ;  I 
do  not  think  I  ever  forgot  anything.  We  have 
K  2 
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had  some  very  remarkable  conversations  in  our 
time — eh,  Venetia  ?  Do  you  remember  my  visit 
to  Cherbury  before  I  went  to  Cambridge,  and 
the  last  time  I  saw  you  before  I  left  England  ? 
And  now  it  all  ends  in  this !  What  do  you 
think  of  it,  Venetia?" 

"  Think  of  what,  Plantagenet  ?  " 

"  Why,  of  this  reconciliation  ?  ^' 

"  Dear  Plantagenet,  what  can  I  think  of  it 
but  what  I  have  expressed  ? — that  it  is  a  very 
wonderful  event,  but  the  happiest  in  my  life."*' 
>   "  You  are  quite  happy  now  ?  " 

"  Quite." 

"  I  see  you  do  not  care  for  me  the  least  ?" 

'*  Plantagenet,  you  are  perverse.  Are  you  not 
here?'' 

"  Did  you  ever  think  of  me  when  I  was 
away  ?  " 

"  You  know  very  well,  Plantagenet,  that  it  is 
impossible  for  me  to  cease  to  be  interested  in 
you.  Could  I  refrain  from  thinking  of  such  a 
friend?^' 
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"  Friend  !  Poh  !  I  am  not  your  friend  ;  and 
as  for  that,  you  never  once  mentioned  my  name 
to  your  father.  Miss  Venetia." 

"  You  might  easily  conceive  that  there  were 
reasons  for  such  silence,"  said  Venetia.  "It 
could  not  arise  on  my  part  from  forgetfulness  or 
indifference ;  for  even  if  my  feehngs  were  changed 
towards  you,  you  are  not  a  person  that  one  would, 
or  even  could,  avoid  speaking  of,  especially  to 
papa,  who  must  have  felt  such  interest  in  you  ! 
I  am  sure,  even  if  I  had  not  known  you,  there 
were  a  thousand  occasions  which  would  have 
called  your  name  to  my  lips,  had  they  been  un- 
controlled by  other  considerations." 

"  Come,  Venetia,  I  am  not  going  to  submit  to 
compliments  from  you,"  said  Lord  Cadurcis; 
''  no  blarney.  I  wish  you  only  to  think  of  me 
as  you  did  ten  years  ago.  I  will  not  have  our 
hearts  polluted  by  the  vulgarity  of  fame.  I  want 
vou  to  feel  for  me  as  you  did  when  we  were  chil- 
dren.    I  will  not  be  an  object  of  interest,  and 
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admiration,  and  fiddlestick,  to  you ;  I  will  not 
submit  to  it." 

"  Well,  you  shall  not,"  said  Venetia  laughing. 
"  I  will  not  admire  you  the  least ;  I  will  only 
think  of  you  as  a  good  little  boy/' 

**  You  do  not  love  me  any  longer,  I  see  that,^ 
said  Plantagenet. 

*«  Yes  I  do,  Plantagenet;' 

"  You  do  not  love  me  as  much  as  you  did  the 
iiight  before  I  went  to  Eton,  and  we  sat  over  the 
fire  ?  Ah  !  how  often  I  have  thought  of  that 
night  when  I  was  at  Athens ! "  he  added  in  a 
tone  of  emotion. 

*«  Dear  Plantagenet,*"  said  Venetia,  ''  do  not 
be  silly.  I  am  in  the  very  highest  spirits  in  the 
World ;  I  am  quite  gay  with  happiness,  and  all 
because  you  have  returned.  Do  not  spoil  my 
pleasure." 

''  Ah  !  Venetia,  I  see  how  it  is;  you  have  for- 
gotten me,  or  worse  than  forgotten  me.*" 

'*  Well,  I  am  sure  I  do  not  know  what  to  say 
to  satisfy  you,"  said  Venetia.     "  I  think  you 
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very  unreasonable,  and  very  ungrateful  too,  for 
I  have  always  been  your  friend,  Plantagenet, 
and  I  am  sure  you  know  it.  You  sent  me  a 
message  before  you  went  abroad." 

"  Darling  !"  said  Lord  Cadurcis,  seizing  her 
hand,  *'  I  am  not  ungrateful,  I  am  not  unrea- 
sonable. I  adore  you.  You  were  very  kind 
then,  when  all  the  world  was  against  me.  You 
shall  see  how  I  will  pay  them  off,  the  dogs  !  and 
worse  than  dogs,  their  betters  far;  dogs  are 
faithful.  Do  you  remember  poor  old  Mar- 
mion  ?  How  we  were  mystified,  Venetia !  Little 
did  we  think  then  who  was  Marmion's  god- 
father." 

Venetia  smiled ;  but  she  said,  "  I  do  not  like 
this  bitterness  of  yours,  Plantagenet.  You  have 
no  cause  to  complain  of  the  world,  and  you  mag- 
nify a  petty  squabble  with  a  contemptible  coterie 
into  a  quarrel  with  a  nation.  It  is  not  a  wise 
humour,  and,  if  you  indulge  it,  it  will  not  be  a 
happy  one." 

"  I  will  do  exactly  what  you  wish  on  every 
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subject,"  said  Cadurcis,  "  if  you  will  do  exactly 
what  I  wish  on  one." 

"Well!"  saidVenetia. 

*'  Once  you  told  nie,"  said  Cadurcis,  "  that 
you  would  not  marry  me  widiout  the  consent  of 
your  father ;  then,  most  unfairly,  you  added  to 
your  conditions  the  consent  of  your  mother. 
Now  both  your  parents  are  very  opportunely  at 
hand ;  let  us  fall  down  upon  our  knees  and  beg 
their  blessing." 

"  O  !  my  dear  Plantagenet,  I  think  it  will  be 
much  better  for  me  never  to  marry.  We  are 
both  happy  now ;  let  us  remain  so.  You  can 
live  here,  and  I  can  be  your  sister.  Will  not 
that  do?" 

'*  No,  Venetia,  it  will  not." 

"Dear  Plantagenet  I "  said  Venetia  with  a 
faltering  voice,  "if  you  knew  how  much  I  had 
suffered,  dear  Plantagenet !" 

"  I  know  it;  I  know  all,"  said  Cadurcis,  taking 
her  arm  and  placing  it  tenderly  in  his.  "  Now 
listen  to  me,  sweet  girl ;  I  loved  you  when  a 
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child,  when  I  was  unknown  to  the  world,  and 
unknown  to  myself;  I  loved  you  as  a  youth  not 
utterly  inexperienced  in  the  world,  and  when 
my  rising  passions  had  taught  me  to  speculate 
on  the  character  of  women  ;  1  loved  you  as  a 
man,  Venetia,  with  that  world  at  my  foot, 
that  world  which  I  scorn,  but  which  I  will  com- 
mand ;  I  have  been  constant,  Venetia ;  your 
heart  assures  you  of  that.  You  are  the  only 
being  in  existence  who  exercises  over  me  any  in- 
fluence; and  the  influence  you  possess  is  irre- 
sistible and  eternal.  It  springs  from  some  deep 
and  mysterious  sympathy  of  blood  which  I  can- 
not penetrate.  It  can  neither  be  increased  nor 
diminished  by  time.  It  is  entirely  independent 
of  its  action.  I  pretend  not  to  love  you 
more  at  this  moment  than  when  I  first  saw  you, 
when  you  entered  the  terrace-room  at  Cherbury 
and  touched  my  cheek.  From  that  moment  I 
was  yours.  I  declare  to  you,  most  solemnly  I 
declare  to  you,  that  I  know  not  what  love  is 
except  to  you.  The  world  has  called  me  a 
k3 
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libertine;  the  truth  is,  no  other  woman  can 
command  my  spirit  for  an  hour.  I  see  through 
them  at  a  glance.  I  read  all  their  weakness, 
frivolity,  vanity,  affectation,  as  if  they  were 
touched  by  the  revealing  rod  of  Asmodeus. 
You  were  born  to  be  my  bride.  Unite  yourself 
with  me,  control  my  destiny,  and  my  course  shall 
be  like  the  sun  of  yesterday  ;  but  reject  me, 
reject  me,  and  I  devote  all  my  energies  to  the 
infernal  gods ;  I  will  pour  my  lava  over  the 
earth  until  all  that  remains  of  my  fatal  and  ex- 
hausted nature  is  a  black  and  barren  cone  sur- 
rounded by  bitter  desolation." 

"  Plantagenet,  be  calm  P' 

"  I  am  perfectly  calm,  Venetia.  You  talk  to 
me  of  your  sufferings.  What  has  occasioned 
them  ?  A  struggle  against  nature.  Nature  has 
now  triumphed,  and  you  are  happy.  What 
necessity  was  there  for  all  this  misery  that  has 
fallen  on  your  house  ?  Why  is  your  father  an 
exile  ?  Do  not  you  think  that  if  your  mother 
-had  chosen  to  exert  her  influence  she  might 
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have  prevented  the  most  fatal  part  of  his  career  ? 
Undoubtedly  despair  impelled  his  actions  as 
much  as  philosophy,  though  I  give  him  credit 
for  a  pure  and  lofty  spirit,  to  no  man  more. 
But  not  a  murmur  against  your  mother  from 
me  !  She  received  my  overtures  of  reconcilia- 
tion last  night  with  more  than  cordiality.  She 
is  your  mother,  Venetia,  and  she  once  was  mine. 
Indeed,  I  love  her ;  indeed,  you  would  find  that 
I  would  study  her  happiness.  For  after  all, 
sweet,  is  there  another  woman  in  existence  better 
qualified  to  fill  the  position  of  my  mother-in- 
law.  I  could  not  behave  unkindly  to  her;  I 
could  not  treat  her  with  neglect  or  harshness ; 
not  merely  for  the  sake  of  her  many  admirable 
qualities,  but  from  other  considerations,  Vene- 
tia,— considerations  we  never  can  forget.  By 
heavens  !  I  love  your  mother ;  I  do,  indeed, 
Venetia ;  I  remember  so  many  things — her  last 
words  to  me,  when  I  went  to  Eton.  If  she 
would  only  behave  kindly  to  me,  you  would  see 
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what  a  son-in-law  I  should  make.  You  would 
be  jealous,  that  you  should,  Venetia.  I  can 
bear  any  thing  from  you,  Venetia,  but  with 
others,  I  cannot  forget  who  I  am.  It  makes 
me  bitter  to  be  treated  as  Lady  Annabel  treated 
me  last  year  in  London  ;  but  a  smile  and  a  kind 
word  and  I  recall  all  her  maternal  love;  I  do, 
indeed,  Venetia ;  last  night  when  she  was  kind 
I  could  have  kissed  her  !" 

Poor  Venetia  could  not  answer,  her  tears  were 
flowing  so  plenteously.  ''  I  have  told  your 
father  all,  sweetest,"  said  Cadurcis ;  "  I  con- 
cealed nothing."" 

"And  what  said  he?"  murmured  Venetia. 

'*  It  rests  with  your  mother.  After  all  that 
has  passed,  he  will  not  attempt  to  control  your 
fate.  And  he  is  right.  Perhaps  his  interference 
in  my  favour  might  even  injure  me.  But  there 
is  no  cause  for  despair  ;  all  I  wanted  was  to  come 
to  an  understanding  with  you ;  to  be  sure  you 
loved  me  as  you  always  have  done.     I  will  not 
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be  impatient.  I  will  do  every  thing  to  soothe 
and  conciliate  and  gratify  Lady  Annabel ;  you 
will  see  how  I  will  behave  !  As  you  say  too,  we 
are  happy  because  we  are  together;  and,  there- 
fore, it  would  be  unreasonable  not  to  be  patient. 
I  never  can  be  sufficiently  grateful  for  this  meet- 
ing. I  concluded  you  would  be  in  England, 
though  we  were  on  our  way  to  Milan  to  inquire 
after  you.  George  has  been  a  great  comfort  to 
me  in  all  this  affair,  Venetia;  he  loves  you, 
Venetia,  almost  as  much  as  I  do.  I  think  I 
should  have  gone  mad  during  that  cursed  affair 
in  England,  had  it  not  been  for  George.  I 
thought  you  would  hate  me,  but  when  George 
brought  me  your  message,  I  cared  for  nothing ; 
and  then  his  visit  to  the  Lake  was  so  devilish  kind ! 
He  is  a  noble  fellow  and  a  true  friend.  My 
sweet,  sweet  Venetia,  dry  your  eyes.  Let  us 
rejoin  them  with  a  smile.  We  have  not  been 
long  away ;  I  will  pretend  we  have  been  violet 
hunting,"'   said    Cadurcis,    stooping    down  and 
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plucking  up  a  handful  of  flowers.  "Do  you 
remember  our  violets  at  home,  Venetia  ?  Do 
you  know,  Venetia,  I  always  fancy  every  human 
being  is  like  some  object  in  nature ;  and  you 
always  put  me  in  mind  of  a  violet,  so  fresh  and 
sweet  and  delicate !" 
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CHAPTER   VI. 

"  We  have  been  exploring  the  happy  valley," 
said  Lord  Cadurcis  to  Lady  Annabel,  "  and 
here  is  our  plunder,"  and  he  gave  her  the 
violets. 

"You  were  always  fond  of  flowers,''  said 
Lady  Annabel. 

"Yes,  I  imbibed  the  taste  from  you,"  said 
Cadurcis,  gratified  by  the  gracious  remark. 

He  seated  himself  at  her  feet,  examined  and 
admired  her  work,  and  talked  of  old  times,  but 
with  such  infinite  discretion,  that  he  did  not 
arouse  a  single  painful  association.  Venetia  was 
busied  with  her  father's  poems,  and  smiled  often 
at  the  manuscript  notes  of  Cadurcis.     Lying,  as 
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usual,  on  the  grass,  and  leaning  his  head  on  his 
left  arm,  Herbert  was  listening  to  Captain  Ca- 
durcis,  who  was  endeavouring  to  give  him  a 
clear  idea  of  the  Bosphorus.  Thus  the  morning 
wore  away,  until  the  sun  drove  them  into  the 
villa. 

"I  will  show  you  my  library,  Lord  Cadur- 
cis,"  said  Herbert. 

Cadurcis  followed  him  into  a  spacious  apart- 
ment, where  he  found  a  collection  so  considerable 
that  he  could  not  suppress  his  surprise.  "Italian 
spoils  chiefly,"  said  Herbert ;  "  a  friend  of  mine 
purchased  an  old  library  at  Bologna  for  me,  and 
it  turned  out  richer  than  I  imagined  :  the  rest 
are  old  friends  that  have  been  with  m.e,  many 
of  them  at  least,  at  college.  I  brought  them 
back  with  me  from  America,  for  then  they  were 
my  only  friends." 

"  Can  you  find  Cabanis  ?  "  said  Lord  Ca- 
durcis. 

Herbert  looked  about.  "  It  is  in  this  neigh- 
bourhood, I  imagine,"  he  said.     Cadurcis  en- 
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deavoured  to  assist  him.  "What  is  this?''  he 
said;  "Plato!" 

"  I  should  like  to  read  Plato  at  Athens,''  said 
Herbert.  "  My  ambition  now  does  not  soar 
beyond  such  elegant  fortune." 

"  We  are  all  under  great  obligations  to 
Plato,"  said  Cadurcis.  "I  remember,  when 
I  was  in  London,  I  always  professed  myself 
his  disciple,  and  it  is  astonishing  what  results 
I  experienced.  Platonic  love  was  a  great  inven- 
tion." 

Herbert  smiled;  but,  as  he  saw  Cadurcis 
knew  nothing  about  the  subject,  he  made  no 
reply. 

"  Plato  says,  or  at  least  I  think  he  says,  that 
life  is  love,"  said  Cadurcis.  "  I  have  said  it 
myself  in  a  very  grand  way  too  ;  I  believe  I 
cribbed  it  from  you.  But  what  does  he  mean  ? 
I  am  sure  I  meant  nothing ;  but,  I  dare  say,  you 
did." 

'^  I  certainly  had  some  meaning,"  said  Her- 
bert, stopping  in  his  search,  and  laughing ;  "  but 
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I  do  not  know  whether  I  expressed  it.  The 
principle  of  every  motion,  that  is  of  all  life,  is 
desire  or  love :  at  present,  I  am  in  love  with  the 
lost  volume  of  Cabanis,  and,  if  it  were  not  for 
the  desire  of  obtaining  it,  I  should  not  now  be 
affording  any  testimony  of  my  vitality  by  looking 
after  it.'' 

"  That  is  very  clear,"  said  Cadurcis,  "but  I 
was  thinking  of  love  in  the  vulgar  sense,  in 
the  shape  of  a  petticoat.  Certainly,  when  I 
am  in  love  with  a  woman,  I  feel  love  is  life ; 
but,  when  I  am  out  of  love,  which  often 
happens,  and  generally  very  soon,  I  still  contrive 
to  live." 

"  We  exist,"  said  Herbert,  "  because  we  sym- 
pathise. If  we  did  not  sympathise  with  the  air, 
we  should  die.  But,  if  we  only  sympathised 
with  the  air,  we  should  be  in  the  lowest  order  of 
brutes,  baser  than  the  sloth.  Mount  from  the 
sloth  to  the  poet.  It  is  sympathy  that  makes 
you  a  poet.  It  is  your  desire  that  the  airy 
children  of  your  brain  should   be  born   anew 
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within  another's,  that  makes  you  create ;  there- 
fore, a  misanthropical  poet  is  a  contradiction  in 
terms." 

"  But  when  he  writes  a  lampoon  ?  ^'  said  Ca- 
durcis. 

"  He  desires  that  the  majority,  who  are  not 
lampooned,  should  share  his  hate,"  said  Her- 
bert. 

*'But  Swift  lampooned  the  species,"  said 
Cadurcis.  ''  For  my  part,  I  think  life  is  hatred." 

"  But  Swift  was  not  sincere ;  for  he  wrote  the 
Drapier's  Letters  at  the  same  time.  Besides,  the 
very  fact  of  your  abusing  mankind  proves  that 
you  do  not  hate  them  ;  it  is  clear  that  you  are 
desirous  of  obtaining  their  good  opinion  of  your 
wit.  You  value  them,  you  esteem  them,  you 
love  them.  Their  approbation  causes  you  to 
act,  and  makes  you  happy.  As  for  sexual  love," 
said  Herbert,  "  of  which  you  were  speaking,  its 
quality  and  duration  depend  upon  the  degree  of 
sympathy  that  subsists  between  the  two  persons 
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interested,  Plato  believed,  and  I  believe  with 
him,  in  the  existence  of  a  spiritual  antetype  of 
the  soul,  so  that  when  we  are  born,  there  is 
something  wdthin  us,  which,  from  the  instant  we 
live  and  move,  thirsts  after  its  likeness.  This 
propensity  develops  itself  with  the  development 
of  our  nature.  The  gratification  of  the  senses 
soon  becomes  a  very  small  part  of  that  profound 
and  complicated  sentiment,  which  we  call  love. 
Love,  on  the  contrary,  is  an  universal  thirst  for 
a  communion,  not  merely  of  the  senses,  but  of 
our  whole  nature — intellectual,  imaginative,  and 
sensitive.  He  who  finds  his  antetype,  enjoys  a 
love  perfect  and  enduring ;  time  cannot  change 
it,  distance  cannot  remove  it  ;  the  sympathy  is 
complete.  He  who  loves  an  object  that  ap- 
proaches his  antetype,  is  proportionately  happy, 
the  sympathy  is  feeble  or  strong,  as  it  may 
be.  If  men  were  properly  educated,  and  their 
faculties  fully  developed,"  continued  Herbert, 
"  the  discovery  of  the  antetype  would  be  easy ; 
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and,  when  the  clay  arrives  that  it  is  a  matter 
of  course,  the  perfection  of  civilisation  will  be 
attained." 

"  I  believe  in  Plato,"  said  Lord  Cadurcis, 
*^  and  I  think  I  have  found  my  antetype.  His 
theory  accounts  for  what  I  never  could  under- 
stand/' 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

In  the  course  of  the  evening  Lady  Annabel 
requested  Lord  Cadurcis  and  his  cousin  to  take 
up  their  quarters  at  the  villa.     Independent  of 
the  delight  which  such  an  invitation  occasioned 
him,  Cadurcis  was  doubly  gratified  by  its  being 
given  by  her.     It  was  indeed  her  unprompted 
solicitation;  for  neither  Herbert  nor  evenVenetia, 
however  much  they  desired   the   arrangement, 
was  anxious  to  appear  eager  for  its  fulfilment. 
Desirous   of  pleasing    her    husband    and    her 
daughter;   a  little  penitent  as  to  her  previous 
treatment  of  Cadurcis,  now  that  time  and  strange 
events  had  combined  to  soften  her  feelings ;  and 
won  by  his  engaging  demeanour  towards  herself, 
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Lady  Annabel  had  of  her  mere  impulse  resolved 
upon  the  act;  and  she  was  repaid  by  the  general 
air  of  gaiety  and  content  which  it  diffused 
through  the  circle. 

Few  weeksindeed passed ereher  ladyship  taught 
herself  even  to  contemplate  the  possibility  of  an 
union  between  her  daughter  and  Lord  Cadurcis. 
The  change  which  had  occurred  in  her  own 
feelings  and  position  had  in  her  estimation 
removed  very  considerable  barriers  to  such  a 
result.  It  would  not  become  her  again  to  urge 
the  peculiarity  of  his  temperament  as  an  un- 
superable  objection  to  the  marriage ;  that  was 
out  of  the  question,  even  if  the  conscience  of 
Lady  Annabel  herself,  now  that  she  was  so 
happy,  were  perfectly  free  from  any  participation 
in  the  causes  which  occasioned  the  original 
estrangement  between  Herbert  and  herself. 
Desirous  too,  as  all  mothers  are,  that  her  daugh- 
ter should  be  suitably  married,  Lady  Annabel 
could  not  shut  her  eyes  to  the  very  great  impro- 
bability of  such  an  event  occurring,  now  that 
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Venetia  had  as  it  were  resigned  all  connection 
with  her  native  country.  As  to  her  daughter 
marrying  a  foreigner,  the  very  idea  was  intolerable 
to  her ;  and  Venetia  appeared  therefore  to  have 
resumed  that  singular  and  delicate  position  which 
she  occupied  at  Cherbury  in  earlier  years,  when 
Lady  Annabel  had  esteemed  her  connection 
with  Lord  Cadurcis  as  so  fortunate  and  auspi- 
cious. Moreover,  while  Lord  Cadurcis,  in  birth, 
rank,  country  and  consideration,  offered  in  every 
view  of  the  case  so  gratifying  an  alliance,  he 
was  perhaps  the  only  Englishman  whose  mar- 
riage into  her  family  would  not  deprive  her  of  the 
society  of  her  child.  His  lordship  had  a  great 
distaste  for  England,  which  he  seized  every 
opportunity  to  express.  He  continually  declared 
that  he  would  never  return  there ;  and  his  habits 
of  seclusion  and  study  so  entirely  accorded  with 
those  of  her  husband,  that  Lady  Annabel  did 
not  doubt  they  would  continue  to  form  only  one 
family ;  a  prospect  so  engaging  to  her,  that  it 
would  perhaps  have  alone  removed  the  distrust 
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which  she  had  so  unfortunately  cherished  against 
the  admirer  of  her  daughter ;  and  although 
some  of  his  reputed  opinions  occasioned  her 
doubtless  considerable  anxiety,  he  was  neverthe- 
less very  young,  and  far  from  emancipated  from 
the  beneficial  influence  of  his  early  education. 
She  was  sanguine  that  this  sheep  Mould  yet 
return  to  the  fold  where  once  he  had  been 
tended  with  so  much  solicitude.  When  too  she 
called  to  mind  the  chastened  spirit  of  her  hus- 
band, and  could  not  refrain  from  feehng  that 
had  she  not  quitted  him,  he  might  at  a  much 
earlier  period  have  attained  a  mood  so  full  of 
promise  and  to  her  so  cheering,  she  could  not 
resist  the  persuasion  that,  under  the  influence  of 
Venetia,  Cadurcis  might  speedily  free  himself 
from  the  dominion  of  that  arrogant  genius  to 
which,  rather  than  to  any  serious  conviction,  the 
result  of  a  studious  philosophy,  she  attributed 
his  indifference  on  the  most  important  of  subjects. 
On  the  whole  however  it  was  with  no  common 
gratification  that  Lady   Annabel  observed  the 
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strong  and  intimate  friendship  that  arose  be- 
tween her  husband  and  Cadurcis.  They  were, 
indeed,  inseparable  companions.  Independent 
of  the  natural  sympathy  between  two  highly 
imaginative  minds,  there  were  in  the  superior 
experience,  the  noble  character,  the  vast  know- 
ledge, and  refined  taste  of  Herbert,  charms  of 
which  Cadurcis  was  very  susceptible.  Cadurcis 
had  not  been  a  great  reader  himself,  and  he 
liked  the  company  of  one  whose  mind  was  at 
once  so  richly  cultured  and  so  deeply  medita- 
tive :  thus  he  obtained  matter  and  spirit  distilled 
through  the  alembic  of  another's  brain.  Jea- 
lousy had  never  had  a  place  in  Herbert's  tem- 
perament ;  now  he  was  insensible  even  to  emu- 
lation. He  spoke  of  Cadurcis  as  he  thought — 
with  the  highest  admiration ;  as  one  without  a 
rival,  and  in  whose  power  it  was  to  obtain  an 
imperishable  fame.  It  was  his  liveliest  pleasure 
to  assist  the  full  development  of  such  an  intel- 
lect, and  to  pour  to  him,  with  a  lavish  hand,  all 
the  treasures  of  his  taste,  his  learning,  his  fancy, 
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and  his  meditation.  His  kind  heart,  his  win- 
ning manners,  his  subdued  and  perfect  temper, 
and  the  remembrance  of  the  relation  which  he 
bore  to  Venetia,  completed  the  spell  which 
bound  Cadurcis  to  him  with  all  the  finest  feel- 
ings of  his  nature.  It  was,  indeed,  an  inter- 
course peculiarly  beneficial  to  Cadurcis,  whose 
career  had  hitherto  tended  rather  to  the  de- 
velopment of  the  power,  than  the  refinement  of 
his  genius ;  and  to  whom  an  active  communion 
with  an  equal  spirit  of  a  more  matured  intelli- 
gence was  an  incident  rather  to  be  desired  than 
expected.  Herbert  and  Cadurcis,  therefore, 
spent  their  mornings  together,  sometimes  in  the 
library,  sometimes  wandering  in  the  chestnut 
woods,  sometimes  sailing  in  the  boat  of  the  brig, 
for  they  were  both  fond  of  the  sea :  in  these  ex- 
cursions, George  was  in  general  their  companion. 
He  had  become  a  great  favourite  with  Herbert, 
as  with  every  body  else.  No  one  managed  a 
boat  so  well,  although  Cadurcis  prided  himself 
l2 
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also  on  his  skill  in  this  respect;  and  George  was 
so  frank  and  unaffected,  and  so  used  to  his 
cousin's  habits,  that  his  presence  never  embar- 
rassed Herbert  and  Cadurcis,  and  they  read  or 
conversed  quite  at  their  ease,  as  if  there  were  no 
third  person  to  mar  by  his  want  of  sympathy 
the  full  communion  of  their  intellect.  The 
whole  circle  met  at  dinner,  and  never  again 
parted  until  at  a  late  hour  of  night.  This  was 
a  most  agreeable  life ;  Cadurcis  himself,  good 
humoured  because  he  was  happy,  doubly  ex- 
erted himself  to  ingratiate  himself  with  Lady 
Annabel,  and  felt  every  day  that  he  was  ad- 
vancing. Venetia  always  smiled  upon  him,  and 
praised  him  dehghtfully  for  his  delightful  con- 
duct. 

In  the  evening,  Herbert  would  read  to  them 
the  manuscript  poem  of  Cadurcis,  the  fruits  of 
his  Attic  residence  and  Grecian  meditations. 
The  poet  would  sometimes  affect  a  playful  bash- 
fulness  on    this   head,    perhaps   not   altogether 
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affected,  and  amuse  Venetia,  in  a  wliisper,  with 
his  running  comments ;  or  exclaim  with  an  arch 
air,  "  I  say,  Venetia,  what  would  Mrs.  Monta- 
gue and  the  Blues  give  for  this,  eh  ?  I  can 
fancy  Hannah  More  in  decent  ecstacies  !" 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


'*  It  is  an  odd  thing,  my  dear  Herbert,"  said 
Cadurcis  to  his  friend,  in  one  of  these  voyages, 
**  that  destiny  should  have  given  you  and  me  the 
same  tutor." 

"  Masham  ! "  said  Herbert,  smiling.  ''  I  tell 
you  what  is  much  more  singular,  my  dear  Ca- 
durcis: it  is,  that  notwithstanding  being  our 
tutor,  a  mitre  should  have  fallen  upon  his 
head." 

"  I  am  heartily  glad,"  said  Cadurcis.  "  I 
like  Masham  very  much;  I  really  have  a  sincere 
affection  for  him.  Do  you  know,  during  my 
infernal  affair  about  those  accursed  Monteagles, 
when  I  went  to  the  House  of  Lords,  and  was 
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cut  even  by  my  own  party, — think  of  that,  the 
pohshed  ruffians ! — Masham  was  the  only  per- 
son who  came  forward  and  shook  hands  with 
me,  and  in  the  most  marked  manner.  A  bishop, 
too !  and  the  other  side !  that  was  good,  was  it 
not?  But  he  would  not  see  his  old  pupil 
snubbed  ;  if  he  had  waited  ten  minutes  longer, 
he  might  have  had  a  chance  of  seeing  him  mas- 
sacred. And  then  they  complain  of  my  abu sing- 
England,  my  mother  country;  a  step-dame,  I 
take  it." 

"  Masham  is  in  politics  a  Tory,  in  religion 
ultra-orthodox,"  said  Herbert.  "  He  has  no- 
thing about  him  of  the  latitudinarian ;  and 
yet  he  is  the  most  amiable  man  with  w4iom  I 
am  acquainted.  Nature  has  given  him  a  kind 
and  charitable  heart,  which  even  his  absurd 
opinions  have  not  succeeded  in  spoiling." 

"  Perhaps  that  is  exactly  what  he  is  saying  of 
us  two  at  this  moment,"  said  Cadurcis.  "After 
all,  what  is  truth  ?  It  changes  as  you  change 
your  clime  or  your  country,  it  changes  with  the 
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century.  The  truth  of  a  hundred  years  ago  is 
not  the  truth  of  the  present  day,  and  yet  it  may 
have  been  as  genuine.  Truth  at  Rome  is  not 
the  truth  of  London,  and  botli  of  them  differ 
from  the  truth  of  Constantinople.  For  my 
part,  I  believe  every  thing." 

"  Well,  that  is  practically  prudent,  if  it  be  me- 
taphysically possible,"  said  Herbert,  laughing. 
*'  Do  you  know  that  I  have  always  been  of 
opinion,  that  Pontius  Pilate  has  been  greatly 
misrepresented  by  Lord  Bacon  in  the  quotation 
of  his  celebrated  question.  '  AVhat  is  truth  ? '' 
said  jesting  Pilate,  and  would  not  wait  for  an 
answer.  Let  us  be  just  to  Pontius  Pilate,  who  has 
sins  enough  surely  to  answer  for.  There  is  no 
authority  for  the  jesting  humour  given  by  Lord 
Bacon.  Pilate  was  evidently  of  a  merciful  and 
clement  disposition ;  probably  an  Epicurean.  His 
question  referred  to  a  declaration  immediately 
preceding  it,  that  he  who  was  before  him  came 
to  bear  witness  to  the  truth.  Pilate  inquired 
what  truth  ?'' 
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"Well,  I  always  have  a  prejudice  against 
Pontius  Pilate,"  said  Lord  Cadurcis;  "  and  I 
think  it  is  from  seeing  him  when  I  Avas  a  child, 
on  an  old  Dutch  tile  fireplace  at  Marringhurst, 
dressed  like  a  burgomaster.  One  cannot  get 
over  one's  early  impressions;  but  when  you 
picture  him  to  me  as  an  Epicurean,  he  assumes- 
a  new  character.  I  fancy  him  young,  noble, 
elegant  and  accomplished;  crowned  with  a 
wreath  and  waving  a  goblet,  and  enjoying  his 
government  vastly." 

"  Before  the  introduction  of  Christianity," 
said  Herbert,  '*  the  philosophic  schools  answered 
to  our  present  religious  sects.  You  said  of  a 
man  that  he  was  a  Stoic  or  an  Epicurean,  as  you 
say  of  a  man  now  that  he  is  a  Calvinist  or  a 
Wesley  an." 

"  I  should  have  liked  to  have  known  Epi- 
curus," said  Cadurcis. 

"  I  would  sooner  have  known  him  and  Plato 
than  any  of  the  ancients,"  said  Herbert.     "  I 
look  upon  Plato  as  the  wisest  and  the  profound- 
L  3 
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est  of  men,  and  upon  Epicurus  as  the  most 
humane  and  gentle." 

"  Now,  how  do  you  account  for  the  great 
popularity  of  Aristotle  in  modern  ages  ?"  said 
Cadurcis  ;  ''  and  the  comparative  neglect  of 
these,  at  least  his  equals.  Chance,  I  suppose, 
that  settles  every  thing." 

"  By  no  means,"  said  Herbert.  *'  If  you 
mean  by  chance  an  absence  of  accountable  cause, 
I  do  not  believe  such  a  quality  as  chance  exists. 
Every  incident  that  happens,  must  be  a  link  in  a 
chain.  In  the  present  case,  the  monks  monopo- 
lised literature,  such  as  it  might  be,  and  they 
exercised  their  intellect  only  in  discussing  words. 
They,  therefore,  adopted  Aristotle  and  the  Peri- 
patetics. Plato  interfered  with  their  heavenly 
knowledge,  and  Epicurus,  who  maintained  the 
rights  of  man  to  pleasure  and  happiness,  would 
have  afforded  a  dangerous  and  seducing  con- 
trast to  their  dark  and  miserable  code  of 
morals.*' 

"  I   think    of  the  ancients,"   said   Cadurcis, 
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*'  Alcibiades  and  Alexander  the  Great  are  my 
favourites.  They  were  young,  beautiful,  and 
conquerors  :  a  great  combination." 

"  And  among  the  moderns  ?  "  inquired  Her- 
bert. 

*'  They  don't  touch  my  fancy,"  said  Cadurcis. 
"  Who  are  your  heroes  ?  " 

"  Oh  !  I  have  many  ;  but  I  confess  I  should 
like  to  pass  a  day  with  Milton,  or  Sir  Philip 
Sidney.'^ 

"Among  mere  literary  men,"  said  Cadurcis, 
"  I  should  say,  Bayle.*' 

"  And  old  Montaigne  for  me,"  said  Herbert. 

"Well,  I  would  fain  visit  him  in  his  feudal 
chateau,"  said  Cadurcis.  «'  His  is  one  of  the 
books  which  give  a  spring  to  the  mind.  Of 
modern  times,  the  feudal  ages  of  Italy  most  in- 
terest me.  I  think  that  was  a  springtide  of 
civilisation ;  all  the  fine  arts  flourished  at  the 
same  moment." 

'*  They  ever  will,"  said  Herbert.  "  All  the 
inventive  arts  maintain  a  sympathetic  connection 
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between  each  other,  for,  after  all,  they  are  only 
various  expressions  of  one  internal  power,  modi- 
fied by  different  circumstances  either  of  the  in- 
dividual or  of  society.  It  was  so  in  the  age  of 
Pericles;  I  mean  the  interval  which  intervened 
between  the  birth  of  that  great  man  and  the 
death  of  Aristotle;  undoubtedly,  whether  con- 
sidered in  itself,  or  with  reference  to  the  effects 
which  it  produced  upon  the  subsequent  desti- 
nies of  civilised  man,  the  most  memorable  in 
the  history  of  the  world." 

*'  And  yet  the  age  of  Pericles  has  passed 
away,"  said  Lord  Cadurcis,  mournfully,  "  and 
I  have  gazed  upon  the  mouldering  Parthenon. 
O  !  Herbert,  you  are  a  great  thinker  and  muse 
deeply;  solve  me  the  problem  why  so  unparalleled 
a  progress  was  made  during  that  period  in  lite- 
rature and  the  arts,  and  why  that  progress,  so 
rapid  and  so  sustained,  so  soon  received  a  check 
and  became  retrograde?" 

"  It  is  a  problem  left  to  the  wonder  and  con- 
jecture of  posterity,"  said  Herbert.     "  But  its 
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solution,  perhaps,  may  principally  be  found  in 
the  weakness  of  their  political  institutions. 
Nothing  of  the  Athenians  remains  except  their 
genius;  but  they  fulfilled  their  purpose.  The 
wrecks  and  fragments  of  their  subtle  and  pro- 
found minds  obscurely  suggest  to  us  the 
grandeur  and  perfection  of  the  whole.  Their 
language  excels  every  other  tongue  of  the 
western  world  ;  their  sculptures  baffle  all  sub- 
sequent artists;  credible  witnesses  assure  us 
that  their  paintings  were  not  inferior ;  and  we 
are  only  accustomed  to  consider  the  painters  of 
Italy  as  those  who  have  brought  the  art  to  its 
highest  perfection,  because  none  of  the  ancient 
pictures  have  been  preserved.  Yet  of  all  their 
fine  arts,  it  was  music  of  which  the  Greeks  were 
themselves  most  proud.  Its  traditionary  effects 
were  far  more  powerful  than  any  which  we  ex- 
perience from  the  compositions  of  our  times. 
And  now  for  their  poetry,  Cadurcis.  It  is  in 
poetry,  and  poetry  alone,  that  modern  nations 
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have  maintained  the  majesty  of  genius.     Do  we 
equal  the  Greeks  ?     Do  we  even  excel  them  ?  " 

"  Let  us  prove  the  equality  first,"  said  Ca- 
durcis.  "  The  Greeks  excelled  in  every  species 
of  poetry.  In  some  we  do  not  even  attempt  to 
rival  them.  We  have  not  a  single  modern  ode 
or  a  single  modern  pastoral.  We  have  no  one 
to  place  by  Pindar,  or  the  exquisite  Theocritus. 
As  for  the  epic,  I  confess  myself  a  heretic  as  to 
Homer ;  I  look  upon  the  Iliad  as  a  remnant  of 
national  songs ;  the  wise  ones  agree  that  the 
Odyssey  is  the  work  of  a  later  age.  My  instinct 
agrees  with  the  result  of  their  researches.  I 
credit  their  conclusion.  The  Paradise  Lost  is, 
doubtless,  a  great  production,  but  the  subject  is 
monkish.  Dante  is  national,  but  he  has  all  the 
faults  of  a  barbarous  age.  In  general  the  modern 
epic  is  framed  upon  the  assumption  that  the 
Iliad  is  an  orderly  composition.  They  are  in- 
debted for  this  fallacy  to  Virgil,  who  called 
order   out  of  chaos;   but  the  JEneid,    all   the 
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same,  appears  to  me  an  insipid  creation.  And 
now  for  the  drama.  You  will  adduce  Shaks- 
peare  ?  " 

"  There  are  passages  in  Dante,"  said  Her- 
bert, "  not  inferior,  in  my  opinion,  to  any  existing 
literary  composition,  but,  as  a  whole,  I  will  not 
make  my  stand  on  him  ;  I  am  not  so  clear  that, 
as  a  lyric  poet,  Petrarch  may  not  rival  the 
Greeks.  Shakspeare  I  esteem  of  ineffable 
merit." 

''  And  who  is  Shakspeare !  "  said  Cadurcis. 
"  We  know  of  him  as  much  as  we  do  of  Homer. 
Did  he  write  half  the  plays  attributed  to  him  ? 
Did  he  ever  write  a  single  whole  play  ?  I  doubt 
it.  He  appears  to  me  to  have  been  an  inspired 
adapter  for  the  theatres,  which  were  then  not  as 
good  as  barns.  I  take  him  to  have  been  a 
botcher  up  of  old  plays.  His  popularity  is  of 
modern  date,  and  it  may  not  last;  it  would 
have  surprised  him  marvellously.  Heaven 
knows,  at  present,  all  that  bears  his  name  is 
alike  admired,  and  a  regular  Shakspearian  falls 
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into  ecstacies  with  trash  which  deserves  a  niclie 
in  the  Dunciad.  For  my  part,  I  abhor  your 
irregular  geniuses,  and  I  love  to  listen  to  the 
little  nightingale  of  Twickenham.'' 

"  I  have  often  observed,"  said  Herbert,  "that 
writers  of  a  very  unbridled  imagination  them- 
selves, admire  those  whom  the  world  erroneously, 
in  my  opinion,  and  from  a  confusion  of  ideas, 
esteems  correct.  I  am  myself  an  admirer  of 
Pope,  though  I  certainly  should  not  ever  think 
of  classing  him  among  the  great  creative  spirits. 
And  you,  you  are  the  last  poet  in  the  world, 
Cadurcis,  whom  one  would  have  fancied  his 
votary.'** 

"  I  have  written  hke  a  boy,"  said  Cadurcis. 
*'  I  found  the  public  bite,  and  so  I  baited  on  with 
tainted  meat.  I  have  never  written  for  fame, 
only  for  notoriety  ;  but  I  am  satiated ;  I  am 
going  to  turn  over  a  new  leaf." 

"  For  myself,"  said  Herbert,  "  if  I  ever  had 
the  power  to  impress  my  creations  on  my  fellow- 
men,  the  inclination  is  gone,  and  perhaps  the 
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faculty  is  extinct.  My  career  is  over  ;  perhaps 
a  solitary  echo  from  iny  lyre  may  yet,  at  times, 
linger  about  the  world  like  a  breeze  that  has  lost 
its  way.  But  there  is  a  radical  fault  in  my 
poetic  mind,  and  I  am  conscious  of  it.  I  am 
not  altogether  void  of  the  creative  faculty,  but 
mine  is  a  fragmentary  mind  ;  I  produce  no 
whole.  Unless  you  do  this,  you  cannot  last ;  at 
least,  you  cannot  materially  affect  your  species. 
But  what  I  admire  in  you,  Cadurcis,  is  that, 
with  all  the  faults  of  youth,  of  which  you  will 
free  yourself,  your  creative  power  is  vigorous, 
prolific,  and  complete :  your  creations  rise  fast 
and  fair,  like  perfect  worlds." 

"  Well,  we  will  not  compliment  each  other," 
said  Cadurcis;  "  for,  after  all,  it  is  a  miserable 
craft.  What  is  poetry  but  a  lie,  and  what  are 
poets  but  liars  ?  " 

'*  You  are  wrong,  Cadurcis,"  said  Herbert ; 
**  poets  are  the  unacknowledged  legislators  of  the 
world." 
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"  I  see  the  towers  of  Porto  Venere,^'  said  Ca- 
durcis,  directing  the  sail ;  "  we  shall  soon  be  on 
shore.  I  think,  too,  I  recognise  Venetia.  Ah  ! 
my  dear  Herbert,  your  daughter  is  a  poem  that 
beats  all  our  inspiration  !  " 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

One  circumstance  alone  cast  a  gloom  over  this 
happy  family,  and  that  was  the  approaching 
departure  of  Captain  Cadurcis  for  England. 
This  had  been  often  postponed,  but  it  could  be 
postponed  no  longer.  Not  even  the  entreaties 
of  those  kind  fxiends  could  any  longer  prevent 
what  was  inevitable.  The  kind  heart,  the  sweet 
temper,  and  the  lively  and  companionable  qua- 
lities of  Captain  Cadurcis,  had  endeared  him  to 
every  one  ;  all  felt  that  his  departure  would 
occasion  a  blank  in  their  life,  impossible  to  be 
supplied.  It  reminded  the  Herberts  also  pain- 
fully of  their  own  situation,  in  regard  to  their 
native  country,  which  they  were  ever  unwilling 
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to  dwell  upon.  George  talked  of  returning  to 
them,  but  the  prospect  was  necessarily  vague ; 
they  felt  that  it  was  only  one  of  those  fanciful 
visions  with  which  an  affectionate  spirit  attempts 
to  soothe  the  pang  of  separation.  His  position, 
his  duties,  all  the  projects  of  his  life,  bound  him 
to  England,  from  which,  indeed,  he  had  been 
too  long  absent.  It  was  selfish  to  wish  that,  for 
their  sake,  he  should  sink  down  into  a  mere  idler 
in  Italy;  and  yet,  when  they  recollected  how 
little  his  future  life  could  be  connected  with  their 
own,  every  one  felt  dispirited. 

"  I  shall  not  go  boating  to-day ,""  said  George 
to  Venetia  ;  "  it  is  my  last  day.  Mr.  Herbert 
and  Plantagenet  talk  of  going  to  Lavenza ;  let 
us  take  a  stroll  together."" 

Nothins:  can  be  refused  to  those  we  love  on 
the  last  day,  and  Venetia  immediately  acceded 
to  his  request.  In  the  course  of  the  morning, 
therefore,  herself  and  George  quitted  the  valley, 
in  the  direction  of  tlie  coast  towards  Genoa. 
Many  a  white  sail  glittered  on  the  blue  waters  ; 
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it  was  a  lively  and  cheering  scene  ;  but  both 
Venetia  and  her  companion  were  depressed. 

''  I  ought  to  be  happy,"  said  George,  and 
sighed.  "  The  fondest  wish  of  my  heart  is  at- 
tained. You  remember  our  conversation  on 
the  Lago  Maggiore,  Venetia  ?  You  see  I  was 
a  prophet,  and  you  will  be  Lady  Cadurcis 
yet." 

*' We  must  keep  up  our  spirits,"  said  Venetia  ; 
"  1  do  not  despair  of  our  all  returning  to  Eng- 
land yet.  So  many  wonders  have  happened, 
that  I  cannot  persuade  myself  that  this  marvel 
will  not  also  occur.  I  am  sure  my  uncle  will  do 
something ;  I  have  a  secret  idea  that  the  Bishop 
is  all  this  time  working  for  papa  ;  I  feel  assured 
I  shall  see  Cherbury  and  Cadurcis  again,  and 
Cadurcis  will  be  your  home." 

"  A  year  ago  you  appeared  dying,  and  Plan- 
tagenet  was  the  most  miserable  of  men,"  said 
Captain  Cadurcis.  "  You  are  both  now  per- 
fectly well  and  perfectly  happy,  living  even 
under  the  same  roof,  soon,  I  feel,  to  be  united, 
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and  with  the  cordial  approbation  of  Lady  An- 
nabel. Your  father  is  restored  to  you.  Every 
blessing  in  the  world  seems  to  cluster  round  your 
roof.  It  is  selfish  for  me  to  wear  a  gloomy  coun- 
tenance." 

"  Ah  !  dear  George,  you  never  can  be  selfish," 
said  Venetia. 

*'  Yesj  I  am  selfish,  Venetia.  What  else  can 
make  me  sad?" 

"  You  know  how  much  you  contribute  to  our 
happiness,"  said  Venetia,  ''  and  3^ou  feel  for  our 
sufferings  at  your  absence." 

"  No,  Venetia,  I  feel  for  myself,"  said  Cap- 
tain Cadurcis  with  energy ;  "  I  am  certain  that 
I  never  can  be  happy,  except  in  your  society  and 
Plantagenet's.  I  cannot  express  to  you  how  I 
love  you  both.  Nothing  else  gives  me  the 
slightest  interest." 

"  You  must  go  home  and  marry,*"  said  Venetia 
smiling.     "  You  must  marry  an  heiress." 

"  Never,"  said  Captain  Cadurcis.  <'  Nothing 
shall  ever  induce   me  to  marry.      No !  all  my 
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dreams  are  confined  to  being  the  bachelor  uncle 
of  the  family/' 

"  Well,  now  I  think,"  said  Venetia,  "  of  all 
the  persons  I  know,  there  is  no  one  so  qualified 
for  domestic  happiness  as  yourself.  I  think  your 
wife,  George,  would  be  a  very  fortunate  woman, 
and  I  only  wish  I  had  a  sister,  that  you  might 
marry  her." 

"  I  wish  you  had,  Venetia ;  I  would  give  up 
my  resolution  against  marriage  directly.'" 

"Alas!"  said  Venetia,  "there  is  always 
some  bitter  drop  in  the  cup  of  life.  Must  you 
indeed  go,  George?" 

"  My  present  departure  is  inevitable,"  he  re- 
plied ;  "  but  I  have  some  thoughts  of  giving  up 
my  profession  and  Parliament,  and  then  I  will 
return,  never  to  leave  you  again." 

"  What  will  Lord say  ?  That  will  never 

do,"  said  Venetia.  "  No ;  I  should  not  be  content 
unless  you  prospered  in  the  world,  George.  You 
are  made  to  prosper,  and  I  should  be  miserable 
if  you  .sacrificed  your  existence  to  us.     You  must 
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go  home,  and  you  must  marry,  and  write  letters  to 
us  by  every  post,  and  tell  us  what  a  happy  man 
you  are.  The  best  thing  for  you  to  do,  would 
be  to  live  with  your  wife  at  the  abbey ; 
or  Cherbury,  if  you  liked.  You  see  I  settle 
every  thing." 

"  I  never  will  marry,"  said  Captain  Cadurcis, 
seriously. 

"  Yes  you  will,"  said  Venetia  laughing. 

"  I  am  quite  serious,  Venetia.  Now,  mark 
my  words,  and  remember  this  day.  I  never  will 
marry.  I  have  a  reason,  and  a  strong  and  good 
one,  for  my  resolution." 

''What  is  it?" 

"  Because  my  marriage  will  destroy  the  inti- 
macy that  subsists  between  me  and  yourself — and 
Plantagenet,"  he  added. 

"  Your  wife  should  be  my  friend,"  said  Ve- 
netia laughing. 

"  Happy  woman  !"  said  George. 

*'  Let  us  indulge  for  a  moment  in  a  dream  of 
domestic  bliss, ""'  said  Venetia  gaily.     '*  Papa  and 
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Mamma  at  Cherbiiry ;  Plantageiiet  and  myself 
at  the  abbey,  where  you  and  your  wife  must  re- 
main until  we  could  build  you  a  house  ;  and  Dr. 
Masham  coming  down  to  spend  Christmas  with 
us.  Would  it  not  be  delightful  ?  I  only  hope 
riantacrenet  would  be  tame.  I  think  he  would 
burst  out  a  little  sometimes." 

"  Not  with  youj  Venetia,  not  with  you,"  said 
Geori^re  ;  ''  vou  have  a  hold  over  him  which  no- 
thing  can  ever  shake.  I  could  always  put  him 
in  an  amiable  mood  in  an  instant  by  mentioning 
your  name." 

'*  I  wish  you  knew  the  abbey,  George,"  said 
Venetia.  "  It  is  the  most  interesting  of  all  old 
places.  I  love  it.  You  must  promise  me  when 
you  arrive  in  England  to  go  on  a  pilgrimage  to 
Cadurcis  and  Cherbury,  and  write  me  a  long 
account  of  it." 

"  I  will  indeed ;  I  will  write  to  you  very 
often.^' 

"  You   shall  find  me  a  most  faithful  corrcs- 
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pondent,  which  I  dare  say  Plantagenet  would  not 
prove.*" 

"  Oh !  I  beg  your  pardon,""  said  George, 
'*  you  have  no  idea  of  the  quantity  of  letters  he 
wrote  me  when  he  first  quitted  England.  And 
such  delifrhtful  ones  !  I  do  not  think  there  is  a 
more  lively  letter- writer  in  the  world !  His 
descriptions  are  so  vivid ;  a  few  touches  give  you 
a  complete  picture ;  and  then  his  observations, 
they  are  so  playful !  I  assure  you  there  is 
nothing  in  the  world  more  easy  and  diverting 
than  a  letter  of  Plantagenet." 

"  If  you  could  only  see  his  first  letter  from 
Eton  to  me ! ""  said  Venetia.  "  I  have  always 
treasured  it.  Itcertainly  was  not  very  diverting ; 
and  if  by  easy  you  mean  easy  to  decipher,*"  she 
added  laughing,  '*his  handwriting  must  have 
improved  very  much  lately.  Dear  Plantagenet, 
I  am  always  afraid  1  never  pay  him  sufficient 
respect ;  that  I  do  not  feel  sufficient  awe  in  his 
presence ;  but  I  cannot  disconnect  him  from  the 
playfellow  of  my  infancy  :  and  do  you  knov/  it 
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seems  to  me,  whenever  he  addresses  me,  his 
voice  and  air  change,  and  assume  quite  the  tone 
and  manner  of  childhood." 

**I  have  never  known  him  but  as  a  great  man," 
said  Captain  Cadurcis,  ''but  he  was  so  frank  and 
simple  with  me  from  the  very  first,  that  I  cannot 
believe  that  it  is  not  two  years  since  we  first  met." 

"  Ah  !  I  shall  never  forget  that  night  at 
Ranelagh,"  said  Venetia,  half  with  a  smile  and 
half  with  a  sio'h.  ''  How  interesting  he  looked  ! 
I  loved  to  see  the  people  stare  at  him,  and  to 
hear  them  whisper  his  name." 

Here  they  seated  themselves  by  a  fountain, 
overshadowed  by  a  plane  ti'ee,  and  for  a  while 
talked  only  of  Plantagenet. 

"All  the  dreams  of  my  life  have  come  to 
pass,"  said  Venetia.  "  I  remember  when  I  was 
at  Weymouth,  ill  and  not  very  happy,  I  used  to 
roam  about  the  sands,  thinking  of  Papa,  and  how 
I  wished  Plantagenet  was  like  him,  a  great  man, 
a  great  poet,  whom  all  the  world  admired. 
Little  did  I  think  that  before  a  year  had  passed 
M  2 
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Plantagenet,  my  unknown  Plantagenet,  would 
be  the  admiration  of  England ;  little  did  I  think 
another  year  would  pass,  and  I  should  be  living 
Avith  my  father  and  Plantagenet  together,  and 
they  should  be  bosom  friends.  You  see  George, 
we  must  never  despair.'* 

*'  Under  this  bright  sun/'  said  Captain  Cadur- 
cis,  "one  is  naturally  sanguine,  but  think  of  me 
alone  and  in  gloomy  England.'' 

"It  is  indeed  a  bright  sun,"  said  Venetia  ; 
*'  how  wonderful  to  wake  every  morning  and  be 
sure  of  meeting  its  beam  ! " 

Captain  Cadurcis  looked  around  him  with  a 
sailor's  eye.  Over  the  Apennines  towards  Genoa, 
there  was  a  ridge  of  dark  clouds  piled  up 
with  such  compactness,  that  they  might  have 
been  mistaken  in  a  hasty  survey  for  part  of  the 
mountains  themselves. 

"  Bright  as  is  the  sun,*"  said  Captain  Cadurcis, 
"  we  may  have  yet  a  squall  before  night." 

''I  was  delighted  with  Venice,"  said  his  com- 
panion, not  noticing  his  observation;  "  I  think  of 
all  places  in  the  world  it  is  the  one  which  Plan- 
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tajrenet  would  most  admire.  I  cannot  believe 
but  that  even  his  delicious  Athens  would  yield 
to  it." 

''  He  did  lead  the  oddest  life  at  Athens  you 
can  conceive,"   said   Captain  Cadurcis.     "  The 
people  did  not  know  what  to  make  of  him.     He 
lived  in  the  Latin  Convent,  a  fine  building  which 
he  had  almost  to  himself,  for  there  are  not  half 
a  dozen  monks.     He  used  to  pace  up  and  down 
the  terrace  which  he  had  turned  into  a  garden, 
and  on  which  he  kept  all  sorts  of  strange  animals. 
He   wrote  continually   there.       Indeed    he    did 
nothing  but  write.     His  only  relaxation  was  a 
daily  ride  to  Piraeus,  about  five  miles  over  the 
plain  ;  he  told  me  it  was  the  only  time  in  his 
life  he  was  ever  contented  with   himself  except 
when  he  was  at  Cherbury.     He  always  spoke  of 
London  with  disgust." 

"  Plantagenet  loves  retirement  and  a  quiet 
life,"  said  Venetia;  "  but  he  must  not  be  marred 
with  vulgar  sights,  and  commonplace  duties. 
That  is  the  secret  widi  him.'' 
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''  I  think  the  wind  has  just  changed,""  said 
Captain  Cadurcis.  "  It  seems  to  me  that  we 
shall  have  a  sirocco.  There,  it  shifts  again  ! 
We  shall  have  a  sirocco  for  certain." 

"  What  did  you  think  of  Papa  when  you 
first  saw  him?""  said  Venetia.  "  Was  he  the 
kind  of  person  you  expected  to  see  ?*" 

"  Exactly,"  said  Captain  Cadurcis.  "  So 
very  spiritual !  Plantagenet  said  to  me,  as  we 
went  home  the  first  night,  that  he  looked  like  a 
golden  phantom.  I  think  him  very  like  you 
Venetia ;  indeed  there  can  be  no  doubt  you  in- 
herited your  face  from  your  father." 

"  Ah  !  if  you  had  seen  his  portrait  at  Cher- 
bury,  when  he  was  only  twenty  !  '"*  said  Venetia. 
"  That  was  a  golden  phantom,  or  rather  he 
looked  like  Hyperion.  What  are  you  staring 
.at  so,  George  ?" 

^'  I  do  not  hke  this  wind,"**  muttered  Captain 
Cadurcis.     ''  There  it  goes.'' 

"  You  cannot  see  the  wind,  George  P**"* 

"  Yes,  I  can  Venetia,  and  I  do  not  like  it  at 
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all.  Do  you  see  that  black  spot  flitting  like  a 
shade  over  the  sea.  It  is  like  the  reflection  of  a 
cloud  on  the  water  ;  but  there  is  no  cloud.  Well, 
that  is  the  wind,  Venetia,  and  a  very  wicked 
wind  too." 

"  How  strange  !     Is  that  indeed  the  wind  ?" 

*'We  had  better  return  home,"  said  Captain 
Cadurcis.  ''  I  wish  they  had  not  gone  to  La- 
venza." 

'•But  there  is  no  danger  ?"  said  Venetia. 

*'  Danger  ?  No  !  no  danger,  but  they  may  get 
a  wet  jacket." 

They  walked  on;  but  Captain  Cadurcis  was 
rather  distrait :  his  eye  was  always  watching  the 
wind ;  at  last  he  said,  "  I  tell  you,  Venetia,  we 
must  walk  quick  ;  for,  by  Jove,  we  are  going  to 
have  a  white  squall.'"* 

They  hurried  their  pace,  Venetia  mentioned 
her  alarm  again  about  the  boat,  but  her  compa- 
nion reassured  her :  yet  his  manner  was  not  so 
confident  as  his  words. 
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A  white  mist  began  to  curl  above  the  horizon, 
the  bluenessof  the  day  seemed  suddenly  to  fade, 
and  its  colour  became  grey  ;  there  was  a  swell 
on  the  waters  that  hitherto  had  been  quite 
glassy,  and  they  were  covered  with  a  scurfy 
foam. 

''  I  wish  I  had  been  with  them,"  said  Captain 
Cadurcis,  evidently  very  anxious. 

'^  George,  you  are  alarmed,"  said  Venetia, 
earnestly.     "  I  am  sure  there  is  danger.'* 

"  Danger!  How  can  there  be  danger,  Ve- 
netia ?  Perhaps  they  are  in  port  by  this  time. 
I  dare  say  w^e  shall  find  them  at  Spezzia.  I 
will  see  you  home  and  run  down  to  them. 
Only  hurry,  for  your  own  sake,  for  you  do  not 
know  what  a  white  squall  in  the  Mediterranean  is. 
We  have  but  a  few  moments." 

And  even  at  this  very  instant,  the  wind  came 
roaring  and  rushing  with  such  a  violent  gust  that 
Venetia  could  scarcely  stand;  George  put  his 
arm  round  her  to  support   her.     The  air  was 
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filled  with  thick  white  vapor,  so  that  they  could 
no  longer  see  the  ocean,  only  the  surf  rising  very 
high  all  along  the  coast. 

"  Keep  close  to  me,  Venetia,"  said  Captain 
Cadurcis  ;  "  hold  my  arm  and  I  will  walk  first, 
for  we  shall  not  be  able  to  see  a  yard  before  us  in 
a  minute.  I  know  where  we  are.  We  are  above 
the  olive  wood,  and  we  shall  soon  be  in  the  ravine. 
These  Mediterranean  v/hite  squalls  are  nasty 
things;  I  had  sooner  by  half  be  in  a  south- 
wester  ;  for  one  cannot  run  before  the  wind  in 
this  bay,  the  reefs  stretch  such  a  long  way  out." 

The  danger,  and  the  inutility  of  expressing 
fears  which  could  only  perplex  her  guide,  made 
Venetia  silent,  but  she  was  terrified.  She  could 
not  divest  herself  of  apprehension  about  her 
father  and  Plantagenet.  In  spite  of  all  he  said, 
it  was  evident  that  her  companion  was  alarmed. 

They  had  now  entered  the  valley :  the  moun- 
tains had  in  some  degree  kept  off'  the  vapor ;  the 
air  was  more  clear.  Venetia  and  Captain  Cadur- 
cis stppoed  a  moment  to  breathe.  ''  Now,  Ve- 
II  3 
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netia,  you  are  safe/'  said  Captain  Cadurcis.  "  I 
mil  not  come  in  ;  I  will  run  down  to  the  bay  at 
once."  He  wiped  the  mist  off  liis  face :  Venetia 
perceived  him  deadly  pale. 

"  George,"  she  said,  "  conceal  nothing  from 
me ;  there  is  danger,  imminent  danger.  Tell  me 
at   once.'^ 

"  Indeed,  Venetia/'  said  Captain  Cadurcis, 
"  I  am  sure  every  thing  will  be  quite  right. 
There  is  some  danger,  certainly,  at  this  moment, 
but,  of  course,  long  ago,  they  have  run  into 
harbour.  I  have  no  doubt  they  are  at  Spezzia 
at  this  moment.  Now,  do  not  be  alarmed :  in- 
deed there  is  no  cause.  God  bless  you  !'  he 
said,  and  bounded  away.  "  No  cause,"  thought 
he  to  himself,  as  the  wind  sounded  like  thunder, 
and  the  vapor  came  rushing  up  the  ravine. 
"  God  grant  I  may  be  right :  but  neither  between 
the  Tropics  nor  on  the  Line  have  I  witnessed 
a  severer  squall  than  this !  What  open  boat 
can  live  in  this  weather  !  Oh  !  that  I  had  been 
with  them  !     I  shall  never  forgive  myself ! '' 


VENETIA.  251 


CHAPTER  X. 

Venetia  found  her  mother  walking  up  and 
down  the  room,  as  was  her  custom  when  she  was 
agitated.  She  hurried  to  her  daughter.  ''  You 
must  change  your  dress  instantly,  Venetia," 
said  Lady  Annabel;  "  where  is  George ?"' 

*'  He  has  gone  down  to  Spezzia  to  Papa  and 
Plantagenet ;  it  is  a  white  squall ;  it  comes  on 
very  suddenly  in  this  sea.  He  ran  down  to 
Spezzia  instantly,  because  he  thought  they  would 
be  wet,"  said  the  agitated  Venetia,  speaking 
with  rapidity  and  trying  to  appear  calm. 

"Are  they  at  Spezzia?"  enquired  Lady  An- 
nabel quickly. 
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"George  has  no  doubt  they  are,  mother," 
said  Venetia. 

<'  No  doubt !"  exclaimed  Lady  Annabel,  in 
great  distress:  "God  grant  they  may  be  only 
^vet." 

"  Dearest  mother,"  said  Venetia,  approaching 
her,  but  speech  deserted  her.  She  had  advanced 
to  encourage  Lady  Annabel,  but  her  own  fear 
checked  the  words  on  her  lips. 

"  Change  your  dress,  Venetia,''  said  Lady 
Annabel ;  "  lose  no  time  in  doing  that.  I  think 
I  will  send  down  to  Spezzia  at  once." 

"  That  is  useless  now  dear  mother,  for  George 
is  there.'' 

"  Go,  dearest,"  said  Lady  Annabel ;  "  I  dare 
say,  we  have  no  cause  for  fear,  but  I  am  exceed- 
ingly alarmed  about  your  father,  about  them  :  I 
am,  indeed.  I  do  not  like  these  sudden  squalls, 
and  I  never  liked  this  boating ;  indeed,  1  never 
did.  George  being  with  them  reconciled  me  to 
it.     Now,  go,  Venetia,  go  my  love." 
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Vcnctia  quitted  the  room.  She  was  so  agi- 
tated that  she  made  Pauncefort  a  confidant  of 
her  apprehensions. 

*'  La  !  my  dear  miss,"  said  jNIistress  Paunce- 
fort, ''  I  should  never  have  thought  of  such  a 
thing !  Do  not  you  remember  wliat  the  old 
man  said  at  Weymouth,  *  there  is  many  a  boat 
will  live  in  a  rougher  sea  than  a  ship  ;'  and  it 
is  such  an  unlikely  thing,  it  is  indeed  Miss  Ve- 
netia.  I  am  certain  sure  my  lord  can  manage 
a  boat  as  well  as  a  common  sailor,  and  master 
is  hardly  less  used  to  it  than  he.  La  !  miss, 
don't  make  yourself  nervous  about  any  such 
preposterous  ideas.  And  I  dare  say  you  will 
find  them  in  the  saloon  when  you  go  down 
again.  Really  I  should  not  wonder.  I  think 
you  had  better  wear  your  twill  dress ;  I  have 
put  the  new  trimming  on.**' 

They  had  not  returned  when  Vcnetia  joined  her 
mother.  That  indeed  she  could  scarcely  expect. 
But  in  about  half  an  hour,  a  message  arrived 
from  Captain  Cadurcis  that   they  were  not  at 
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Spezzia,  but  from  something  lie  had  heard,  he 
had  no  doubt  they  were  at  Sarzana,  and  he  was 
going  to  ride  on  there  at  once.  He  felt  sure,  how- 
ever, from  what  he  had  heard  they  were  at  Sar- 
zana. This  communication  afforded  Lady  An- 
nabel a  httle  ease,  but  Venetia's  heart  misgave 
her.  She  recalled  the  alarm  of  George  in  the 
morning  which  it  was  impossible  for  him  to  dis- 
guise, and  she  thought  she  recognised  in  this 
hurried  message  and  vague  assurances  of  safety 
something  of  the  same  apprehension,  and  the 
same  fruitless  efforts  to  conceal  it. 

Now  came  the  time  of  terrible  suspense.  Sar- 
zana was  nearly  twenty  miles  distant  from 
Spezzia.  The  evening  must  arrive  before  they 
could  receive  intelhgence  from  Captain  Cadurcis. 
In  the  mean  time  the  squall  died  away  ;  the 
heavens  became  again  bright,  and  though  the 
waves  were  still  tumultuous  the  surf  was  greatly 
decreased.  Lady  Annabel  had  already  sent 
down  more  than  one  messenger  to  the  bay, 
but  they  brought  no  intelligence — she  resolved 
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now  to  go  herself,  that  she  might  liave  the  satis- 
faction of  herself  cross-examining  the  fishermen 
who  had  been  driven  in  from  various  parts  by 
stress  of  weather.  She  would  not  let  Venetia 
accompany  her,  who,  she  feared,  might  already 
suffer  from  the  exertions  and  rough  weather  of 
the  morning.  This  was  a  most  anxious  hour, 
and  yet  the  absence  of  her  mother  was  in  some 
degree  a  relief  to  Venetia ;  it  at  least  freed  her 
from  the  perpetual  effort  of  assumed  composure. 
While  her  mother  remained,  Venetia  had  at- 
tempted to  read,  though  her  e}^  wandered 
listlessly  over  the  page,  or  to  draw,  though  the 
pencil  trembled  in  her  hand;  anything  which 
might  guard  her  from  conveying  to  her  mother 
that  she  shared  the  apprehensions  which  had 
already  darkened  her  mother's  mind.  But  now 
that  Lady  Annabel  was  gone,  Venetia  muffling 
herself  up  in  her  shawl,  threw  herself  on  a  sofa, 
and  there  she  remained  without  a  thought,  her 
mind  a  chaos  of  terrible  images. 

Her  mother  returned,    and    with    a  radiant 
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countenance.  Vcnetia  sprang  from  tlie  sofa. 
"  There  is  good  news,  O  mother  J.  have  they 
returned  ?'' 

**  They  are  not  at  Spezzia/'  said  Lady  An- 
nabel, throwing  herself  into  a  chair  panting 
for  breath  ;  "  but  there  is  good  news.  You  see 
I  was  right  togo,Venetia.  These  stupid  people 
we  send  only  ask  questions,  and  take  the  first 
answer.  I  have  seen  a  fisherman,  and  he  says 
he  heard  that  two  persons,  Englishmen  he  be- 
lieves, have  put  into  Lerici  in  an  open  boat." 

"  God  be  praised !"  said  Venetia.  ''  O  mother, 
I  can  now  confess  to  you  the  terror  I  have  all 
along  felt." 

**  My  own  heart  assures  me  of  it,  my  child,'* 
said  Lady  Annabel  w^eeping ;  and  they  mingled 
their  tears  together,  but  tears  not  of  sorrow, 

**  Poor  George  !"  said  Lady  Annabel,  "  he  will 
have  a  terrible  journey  to  Sarzana,  and  be  feeling 
so  much  for  us !     Perhaps  he  may  meet  them.'*' 

'*•  1  feel  assured  he  will,"  said  Venetia;  "  and 
perhaps  ere  long  they  will  all  three  be  here  again. 
Joy  !  joy  !'* 
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"  They  must  never  go  in  that  boat  again/' 
said  Lady  Annabel. 

**  Oh  !  they  never  will,  dearest  mother,  if  you 
ask  thein  not/**  said  Venetia. 

"  We  will  send  to  Lerici,"  said  Lady  An- 
nabel. 

"Instantly,"  said  Venetia;  "but  I  daresay 
they  have  already  sent  us  a  messenger." 

*'  No!"  said  Lady  Annabel ;  "  men  treat  the 
danger  that  is  past  very  lightly.  We  shall  not 
hear  from  them  except  in  person." 

Time  now  flew  more  lightly.  They  were  both 
easy  in  their  minds.  The  messenger  was  de 
spatched  to  Lerici ;  but  even  Lerici  was  a  con- 
siderable distance,  and  hours  must  elapse  before 
his  return.  Still  there  was  the  hope  of  seeing 
them,  or  hearing  from  them  in  the  interval. 

**  I  must  go  out,  dear  mother,"  said  Venetia. 
"  Let  us  both  go  out.  It  is  now  very  fine.  Let 
us  go  just  to  the  Ravine,  for  indeed  it  is  impos- 
sible to  remain  here." 

Accordingly  they  both  went  forth,  and  took  up 
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a  position  on  the  coast  which  commanded  a  view 
on  all  sides.  All  was  radiant  again,  and  compa- 
ratively calm.  Venetia  looked  upon  the  sea,  and 
said,  "  Ah  !  I  never  shall  forget  a  white  squall 
in  the  Mediterranean,  for  all  this  splendour." 

It  was  sunset :  they  returned  home.  No  news 
yet  from  Lerici.  Lady  Annabel  grew  uneasy 
again.  The  pensive  and  melancholy  hour  en- 
couraged gloom;  but  Venetia,  who  was  san- 
guine,  encouraged  her  mother. 

"  Suppose  they  were  not  Englishmen  in  the 
boat,*"  said  Lady  Annabel. 

''  It  is  impossible,  mother.  What  other  two 
persons  in  this  neighbourhood  could  have  been 
in  an  open  boat  ?  Besides,  the  man  said  Eng- 
lishmen. You  remember,  he  said  Englishmen. 
You  are  quite  sure  he  did?  It  must  be  they. 
I  feel  as  convinced  of  it  as  of  your  presence.*" 

"  I  think  there  can  be  no  doubt,"  said  Lady 
Annabel.  "  I  wish  that  the  messenger  would 
return." 

The  messenger  did  return.     No  two  persons 
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in  an  open  boat  had  put  into  Lerici ;  but  a  boat, 
like  the  one  described,  with  every  stitch  of  can- 
vass set,  had  passed  Lerici  just  before  the  squall 
commenced,  and,  the  people  there  doubted  not, 
had  made  Sarzana. 

Lady  Annabel  turned  pale,  but  Venetia  was 
still  sanguine.  "  They  are  at  Sarzana,"  she 
said;  "they  must  be  at  Sarzana;  you  see 
George  was  right.  He  said  he  was  sure  they 
were  at  Sarzana.  Besides,  dear  mother,  he  heard 
they  were  at  Sarzana." 

"  And  we  heard  they  were  at  Lerici,"  said 
Lady  Annabel  in  a  melancholy  tone. 

"  And  so  they  were,  dear  mother ;  it  all  agrees. 
The  accounts  are  very  consistent.  Do  not  you 
see  how  very  consistent  they  are?  The}^  were 
seen  at  Lerici,  and  were  off  Lerici,  but  they 
made  Sarzana ;  and  George  heard  they  were  at 
Sarzana.  I  am  certain  they  are  at  Sarzana.  I 
feel  quite  easy ;  I  feel  as  easy  as  if  they  were 
here.  They  are  safe  at  Sarzana.  But  it  is  too 
far  to  return  to-night.  We  shall  see  them  at 
breakfast  to-morrow, — all  three." 
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"  Venetia,  dearest !  do  not  you  sit  up,"  said 
her  mother.  *'  I  think  there  is  a  chance  of 
George  returning ;  I  feel  assured  he  will  send 
to-night ;  but  late,  of  course.  Go,  dearest,  and 
sleep." 

"  Sleep!"  thought  Venetia  to  herself;  but  to 
please  her  mother  she  retired. 

"  Good-night,  my  child,"  said  Lady  An- 
nabel. "  The  moment  any  one  arrives,  you  shall 
be  aroused." 
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CHAPTER  XL 


Venetia,  without  undressing,  lay  clown  on 
her  bed,  watching  for  some  sound  that  might 
give  her  hope  of  George's  return.  Dwelling 
on  every  instant,  the  time  dragged  heavily 
along,  and  she  thought  that  the  night  had  half 
passed  when  Pauncefort  entered  her  room,  and 
she  learnt,  to  her  surprise,  that  only  an  hour 
had  elapsed  since  she  had  parted  from  her 
mother.  This  entrance  of  Pauncefort  had  given 
Venetia  a  momentary  hope  that  they  had  re- 
turned. 

"  I  assure  you.  Miss  Venetia,  it  is  only  an 
hour,"  said  Pauncefort,  "  and  nothing  could 
have  happened.     Now   do  try  to  go  to  sleep, 
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that  is  a  dear  young  lady,  for  I  am  certain  sure 
that  they  will  all  return  in  the  morning,  as  I 
am  here.  I  was  telling  my  lady  just  now,  I 
said,  says  I,  I  dare  say  they  are  all  very  wet, 
and  very  fatigued." 

"  They  would  have  returned,  Pauncefort," 
said  Venetia,  "  or  they  would  have  sent.  They 
are  not  at  Sarzana." 

"  La  !  Miss  Venetia,  why  should  they  be  at 
Sarzana  ?  Why  should  they  not  have  gone 
much  farther  on  !  For,  as  Vicenzo  was  just 
saying  to  me,  and  Vicenzo  knows  all  about  the 
coast,  with  such  a  wind  as  this,  I  should  not  be 
surprised  if  they  were  at  Leghorn."" 

''  Oh  !  Pauncefort,''  said  Venetia,  "  I  am 
sick  at  heart !" 

"  Now  repJly,  Miss  Venetia,  do  not  take  on 
so!"  said  Pauncefort;  "for  do  not  you  remem- 
ber when  his  lordship  ran  away  from  the  abbey, 
and  went  a  gipseying,  nothing  would  persuade 
poor  Mrs.  Cadurcis,  that  he  was  not  robbed  and 
murdered,  and  yet  you  see  he  was  as  safe  and 
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sound  all  the  time,  as  if  he  had  been  at  Clier- 
bury." 

"  Does  Vicenzo  really  think  they  could  have 
reached  Leghorn?"  said  Venetia,  clinging  to 
every  fragment  of  hope. 

"  He  is  morally  sure  of  it,  Miss  Venetia," 
said  Pauncefort,  "  and  I  feel  quite  as  certain, 
for  Vicenzo  is  always  right.'* 

"  I  had  confidence  about  Sarzana,"  said  Ve- 
netia ;  "  I  really  did  believe  they  were  at 
Sarzana.  If  only  Captain  Cadurcis  would  re- 
turn ;  if  he  only  would  return,  and  say  they 
were  not  at  Sarzana,  I  would  try  to  believe  they 
were  at  Leghorn." 

''  Now,  Miss  Venetia,"  said  Pauncefort,  "  I 
am  certain  sure  that  they  are  quite  safe;  for 
my  lord  is  a  very  good  sailor ;  he  is,  indeed  ;  all 
the  men  say  so;  and  the  boat  is  as  seaworthy  a 
boat  as  boat  can  be.  There  is  not  the  slightest 
fear,  I  do  assure  you,  Miss." 

"  Do  the  men  say  that  Plantagenet  is  a  good 
sailor  ?"  enquired  Venetia. 
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*'  Quite  professional !"  said  Mistress  Paunce- 
fort ;  "  and  can  command  a  ship  as  well  as  the 
best  of  them.     They  all  say  that." 

"  Hush !  Pauncefort,  I  hear  something.'' 

"  It's  only  my  lady,  miss.     I  know  her  step.'* 

"  Is  my  mother  going  to  bed.^"  said  Venetia. 

"  Yes,"  said  Pauncefort,  '•'  my  lady  sent  me 
here  to  see  after  you.  I  wish  I  could  tell  her 
you  were  asleep." 

"It  is  impossible  to  sleep,"  said  Venetia,  rising 
up  from  the  bed,  withdrawing  the  curtain,  and 
looking  at  the  sky.  "  What  a  peaceful  night  ! 
I  wish  my  heart  were  like  the  sky.  I  think  I 
will  go  to  mamma,  Pauncefort !" 

*'  Oh  !  dear,  Miss  Venetia,  I  am  sure  I  think 
you  had  better  not.  If  you  and  my  lady,  now, 
would  only  just  go  to  sleep,  and  forget  every 
thing  till  morning,  it  would  be  much  better  for 
you.  Besides,  I  am  sure  if  my  lady  knew  you 
were  not  gone  to  bed  already,  it  would  only 
make  her  doubly  anxious.  Now,  really  Miss 
Venetia,  do  take  my  advice,  and  just  lie  dov>'n 
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again.  You  may  be  sure  the  moment  any  one 
arrives  I  will  let  you  know.  Indeed,  I  shall  go 
and  tell  my  lady  that  you  are  lying  down,  as  it 
is,  and  very  drowsy ;"  and,  so  saying,  Mistress 
Pauncefort  caught  up  her  candle,  and  bustled 
out  of  the  room. 

Venetia  took  up  the  volume  of  her  father's 
poems,  which  Cadurcis  had  filled  with  his  notes. 
How  little  did  Plantagenet  anticipate,  when  he 
thus  expressed  at  Athens  the  passing  impres- 
sions of  his  mind,  that  ere  a  year  had  glided 
away,  his  fate  would  be  so  intimately  blended 
with  that  of  Herbert !  It  was  impossible,  how- 
ever, for  Venetia  to  lose  herself  in  a  volume 
which  under  any  other  circumstances  might 
have  compelled  her  spirit ;  the  very  associations 
with  the  writers  added  to  the  terrible  restlessness 
of  her  mind.  She  paused  each  instant  to  listen 
for  the  wished-for  sound,  but  a  mute  stillness 
reigned  throughout  the  house  and  household. 
There  was  something  in  this  deep,  unbroken 
silence,  at  a   moment  when  anxiety   was   uni- 
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versally  diffused  among   the  dwellers    beneath 
that  roof,   and  the  heart  of  more  than  one  of 
them  was  throbbing  with  all  the  torture  of  the 
most  awful   suspense,  that  fell   upon  Venetians 
excited  nerves  with  a  very  painful  and  even  in- 
sufferable influence.     She  longed    for   sound — 
for  some  noise  that  might  assure  her  she  was  not 
the  victim  of  a  trance.     She  closed  her  volume 
with  energy,  and  she  started  at  the  sound  she 
liad  herself  created.     She  rose  and  opened  the 
door  of  her  chamber  very  softly,  and  walked 
into  the  vestibule.    There  were  caps,  and  cloaks, 
and  whips,    and   canes   of    Cadurcis   and   her 
father,   lying  about  in   familiar   confusion.     It 
seemed  impossible  but  that  they  were   sleeping, 
as  usual,  under  the  same  roof.     And  where  were 
they  ?     That   she  should  live  and  be  unable  to 
answer  that  terrible  question  !     When  she  felt 
the  utter  helplessness  of  all  her  strong  sympathy 
towards  them,  it  seemed  to  her  that  she  must  go 

mad.    She  gazed  around  her  with  a  wild  and  va- 
cs 

cant  stare.  At  the  bottom  of  her  heart  there  was 
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a  fear  maturing  into  conviction  too  horrible  for 
expression.  She  returned  to  her  own  chamber, 
and  the  exiiaustion  occasioned  by  her  anxiety, 
and  the  increased  coohiess  of  the  night,  made 
her  at  length  drowsy.  She  threw  herself  on  the 
bed,  and  slumbered. 

She  started  in  her  sleep — she  awoke — she 
dreamed  they  had  come  home.  She  rose  and 
looked  at  the  progress  of  the  night.  The  night 
was  waning  fast ;  a  grey  light  was  on  the  land- 
scape ;  the  point  of  day  approached.  Venetia 
stole  softly  to  her  mother'*s  room,  and  entered  it 
with  a  soundless  step.  Lady  Annabel  had  not 
retired  to  bed.  She  had  sat  up  the  whole  night, 
and  was  now  asleep.  A  lamp  on  a  small  table 
was  burning  at  her  side,  and  she  held,  firmly 
grasped  in  her  hand,  the  letter  of  her  husband, 
which  he  had  addressed  to  her  at  Venice,  and 
which  she  had  been  evidently  reading.  A  tear 
glided  down  the  cheek  of  Venetia  as  she  watched 
her  mother  retaining  that  letter  with  fondness 
even  in  her  sleep,  and  when  she  thought  of  all 
n2 
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the  misery,  and  heartaches,  and  harrowing  hours 
that  had  preceded  its  receipt,  and  which  Venetia 
beheved  that  letter  had  cured  for  ever.  What 
misery  awaited  them  now  ?  Why  were  they 
watchers  of  the  night  ?  She  shuddered  when 
these  dreadful  questions  flitted  through  her 
mind.  She  shuddered  and  sighed.  Her  mother 
started,  and  woke. 

"  Who  is  there?"    inquired  Lady  Annabel. 

"  Venetia." 

"  My  child,  have  you  not  slept  ?" 

"  Yes,  mother,  and  I  w^oke  refreshed  as  I  hope 
you  do/' 

*'  I  wake  with  trust  in  God's  mercy,"  said 
Lady  Annabel.  "  Tell  me  the  hour?" 

"  It  is  just  upon  dawn,  mother.**' 

"  Dawn  !  no  one  has  returned,  or  come  ?" 

*'  The  house  is  still,  mother." 

"  I  would  you  were  in  bed,  my  child."* 

"  Mother,  I  can  sleep  no  more.  I  wish  to  be 
with  you  ;" — and  Venetia  seated  herself  at  her 
mother's  feet,  and  reclined  her  head  upon  her 
mother's  knee. 
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"I  am  glad  the  night  has  pas  ed,  Venetia," 
said  Lady  Annabel,  in  a  suppressed  yet  solemn 
tone.  '*  It  has  been  a  trial."  And  here  she 
placed  the  letter  in  her  bosom.  Venetia  could 
only  answer  with  a  sigh. 

"  I  wish  Pauncefort  would  come,"  said  Lady 
Annabel ;  "  and  yet  I  do  not  like  to  rouse  her, 
she  was  up  so  late,  poor  creature  !  If  it  be  the 
dawn  I  should  like  to  send  out  messengers  again ; 
something  may  bs  heard  at  Spezzia." 

**  Vicenzo  thinks  they  have  gone  to  Leghorn, 
mother." 

"  Has  he  heard  anything  .?*'  said  Lady  Anna- 
bel, eagerly. 

"No,  but  he  is  an  excellent  judge,""  said 
Venetia,  repeating  all  Pauncefort'*s  consolatory 
chatter;  ''  he  knows  the  coast  so  well.  He  says 
he  is  sure  the  w  ind  would  carry  them  on  to  Leg- 
horn; and  that  accounts,  you  know,  mother, 
for  George  not  returning.  They  are  all  at 
Leghorn." 

"Would  that   Georoje  w^ould  return,"  mur- 
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mured  Lady  Annabel ;  "  I  wish  I  could  see 
again  that  sailor  who  said  they  were  at  Lerici. 
He  was  an  intelligent  man/' 

*'  Perhaps  if  we  send  down  to  the  bay  he  may 
be  there/'  said  Venetia. 

"  Hush  !  I  hear  a  step  !*"  said  Lady  Annabel. 

Venetia  sprung  up  and  opened  the  door,  but 
it  was  only  Pauncefort  in  the  vestibule. 

"The  household  are  all  up,  my  lady,"  said 
that  important  personage  entering ;  "  'tis  a  beau- 
tiful morning.  Vicenzo  has  run  down  to  the 
bay,  my  lady ;  I  sent  him  off  immediately.  Vi- 
cenzo says  he  is  certain  sure  they  are  at  Leghorn, 
my  lady — and  this  time  three  years,  the  very 
same  thing  happened.  They  were  fishing  for 
anchovies,  my  lady,  close  by,  my  lady,  near 
Sarzana — two  young  men,  or  rather  one  about 
the  same  age  as  master,  and  one  like  my  lord — 
cousins,  my  lady,  and  just  in  the  same  sort  of 
boat,  my  lady  ;  and  there  came  on  a  squall,  just 
the  same  sort  of  squall,  my  lady,  and  they  did 
not  return  home;  and  every  one  was  frightened 
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out  of  their  wits,  my  lady,  and  their  wives  and 
families  quite  distracted— and  after  all  they  were 
at  Leghorn  ;  for  this  sort  of  wind  ^always  takes 
your  open  boats  to  Leghorn,  Vicenzo  says."' 

The  sun  rose,  the  household  w'ere  all  stirring, 
and  many  of  them  abroad  ;  the  common  routine 
of  domestic  duty  seemed,  by  some  general  yet 
not  expressed  understanding  to  have  ceased. 
The  ladies  descended  below  at  a  very  early 
hour,  and  went  forth  into  the  valley,  once  the 
happy  valley.  What  was  to  be  its  future  denomi- 
nation ?  Vicenzo  returned  from  the  bay,  and  he 
contrived  to  return  with  cheering  intelligence. 
The  master  of  a  felucca  who,  in  consequence  of 
the  squall  had  put  inat  Lerici,  and  in  the  evening 
dropped  down  to  Spezzia,  had  met  an  open  boat 
an  hour  before  he  reached  Sarzana,  and  was 
quite  confident  that  if  it  had  put  into  port,  it 
must  have  been,  from  the  speed  at  which  it  was 
going,  a  great  distance  down  the  coast.  No 
wrecks  had  been  heard  of  in  the  neighbourhood. 
Thi^  intelligence,  the  gladsome  time  of  day,  and 
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the  non-arrival  of  Captain  Cadurcis,  which 
according  to  their  mood  was  always  a  circum- 
stance which  counted  either  for  good  or  for  evil, 
and  the  sanguine  feelings  which  make  us  always 
cling  to  hope,  altogether  reassured  our  friends ; 
Venetia  dismissed  from  her  mind  the  dark 
thought  which  for  a  moment  had  haunted  her 
in  the  noon  of  night ;  and  still  it  was  a  suspense, 
a  painful  agitating  suspense,  but  only  suspense 
that  yet  influenced  them. 

"  Time  !"  said  Lady  Annabel.  '*  Time  !  we 
must  wait." 

Venetia  consoled  her  mother;  she  affected 
even  a  gaiety  of  spirit ;  she  was  sure  that  Vi- 
cenzo  would  turn  out  to  be  right,  after  all ; 
Pauncefort  said  he  always  was  right,  and  that 
they  were  at  Leghorn. 

The  day  wore  apace ;  the  noon  arrived  and 
passed  ;  it  was  even  approaching  sunset.  Lady 
Annabel  was  almost  afraid  to  counter-order  the 
usual  meals,  lest  Venetia  should  comprehend 
her  secret  terror;  the  very  same  sentiment  in- 
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fluenced  Venetia.  Thus  they  both  had  sub- 
mitted to  the  ceremony  of  breakfast,  but,  when 
the  hour  of  dinner  approached,  they  could 
neither  endure  the  mockery.  They  looked  at 
each  other,  and,  almost  at  the  same  time,  they 
proposed  that,  instead  of  dining,  they  should 
Avalk  down  to  the  bay. 

"  I  trust  we  shall  at  least  hear  something 
before  the  night,"  said  Lady  Annabel.  ''  I 
confess  I  dread  the  coming  night.  I  do  not 
think  I  could  endure  it." 

"  The  longer  we  do  not  hear,  the  more  cer- 
tain I  am  of  their  being  at  Leghorn,"  said 
Venetia. 

"  I  have  a  great  mind  to  travel  there  to. 
night,"  said  Lady  Annabel. 

As  they  were  stepping  into  the  portico,  Ve- 
netia recognised  Captain  Cadurcis  in  the  dis- 
tance. She  turned  pale  ;  she  would  have  fallen 
had  she  not  leaned  on  her  mother,  who  was  not 
so  advanced,  and  who  had  not  seen  him. 
N  3 
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"  What  is  the  matter,  Venetia  ?  "  said  Lady 
Annabel,  alarmed. 

"  He  is  here,  he  is  here  !" 

"  Marmion  ?  " 

'*'  No,  George.     Let  me  sit  down." 

Her  mother  tried  to  support  her  to  a  chair. 
Lady  Annabel  took  off  her  bonnet.  She  had 
not  strength  to  walk  forth.  She  could  not 
speak.  She  sat  down  opposite  Venetia,  and 
her  countenance  pictured  distress  to  so  painful 
a  degree,  that  at  any  other  time  Venetia  would 
have  flown  to  her,  but,  in  this  crisis  of  suspense, 
it  was  impossible.  George  was  in  sight ;  he  was 
in  the  portico  ;  he  was  in  the  room. 

He  looked  wan,  haggard,  and  distracted. 
More  than  once  he  essayed  to  speak,  but  failed. 

Lady  Annabel  looked  at  him  with  a  strange, 
delirious  expression.  Venetia  rushed  forward 
and  seized  his  arm,  and  gazed  intently  on  his 
face.  He  shrank  from  her  glance ;  his  frame 
trembled. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

Let  us  return  to  Captain  Cadurcis  at  the 
moment  he  quitted  Venetia  on  the  morning  of 
the  white  squall.  In  the  heart  of  the  tempest 
he  traced  his  way  in  a  sea  of  vapour  with 
extreme  danger  and  difficulty  to  the  shore. 
On  his  arrival  at  Spezzia,  however,  scarcely  a 
house  was  visible,  and  the  only  evidence  of  the 
situation  of  the  place  was  the  cessation  of  an 
immense  white  surf  which  otherwise  indicated 
the  line  of  the  sea,  but  the  absence  of  which 
proved  his  contiguity  to  a  harbour.  In  the 
thick  fog  he  heard  the  cries  and  shouts  of  the 
returning  fishermen,  and  of  their  wives  and 
children  responding  from  the  land  to  their  excla- 
mations.    He  was  forced,  therefore,  to  wait  at 
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Spezzia  in  an  agony  of  impotent  suspense  until 
the  fury  of  the  storm  was  over,  and  the  sky  was 
partially  cleared.  At  length  the  objects  became 
gradually  less  obscure;  he  could  trace  the  out- 
line of  the  houses,  and  catch  a  glimpse  of  the 
water  half  a  mile  out;  and  soon  the  old  castles 
which  guard  the  entrance  of  the  strait  that 
leads  into  the  gulf,  looming  in  the  distance,  and 
now  and  then  a  group  of  human  beings  in  the 
vanishing  vapour.  Of  these  he  made  some  in- 
quiries, bat  in  vain,  respecting  the  boat  and  his 
friends.  He  then  made  the  brig,  but  could 
learn  nothing,  except  their  departure  in  the 
morning.  He  at  length  obtained  a  horse  and 
galloped  along  the  coast  towards  Lerici,  keeping 
a  sharp  look  out  as  he  proceeded,  and  stopping 
at  every  village  in  his  progress  for  intelligence. 
When  he  had  arrived  in  the  course  of  three 
hours  at  Lerici,  the  storm  had  abated,  the  sky 
was  clear,  and  no  evidence  of  the  recent  squall 
remained  except  the  agitated  state  of  the  waves. 
At  Lerici  he  could  hear  nothing,  so  he  hurried 
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on  to  Sarzana,  where  he  learnt  for  the  first  time 
that  an  open  boat,  with  its  sails  set,  had  past 
more  than  an  hour  before  the  squall  commenced. 
From  Sarzana  he  hastened  on  to  Lavenza,  a 
little  port,  the  nearest  sea-point  to  Massa,  and 
where  the  Carrara  marble  is  shipped  for  Eng- 
land. Here  also  his  inquiries  were  fruitless,  and 
exhausted  by  his  exertions  ;  he  dismounted  and 
rested  at  the  inn,  not  only  for  repose  but  to 
consider  over  the  course  which  he  should  now 
pursue.  The  boat  had  not  been  seen  off  La- 
venza, and  the  idea  that  they  had  made  the 
coast  towards  Leghorn  now  occurred  to  him. 
His  horse  was  so  wearied  that  he  was  obliged 
to  stop  some  time  at  Lavenza,  for  he  could 
procure  no  other  conveyance ;  the  night  also  was 
fast  coming  on,  and  to  proceed  to  Leghorn  by 
this  dangerous  route  at  this  hour  was  impos- 
sible. At  Lavenza  therefore  he  remained,  re- 
solved to  hasten  to  Leghorn  at  break  of  day. 
This  was  a  most  awful  night.  Although  phy- 
sically exhausted,   Captain  Cadurcis  could  not 
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sleep,  and  after  some  vain  efforts,  he  quitted  his 
restless  bed  on  which  he  had  laid  down  un- 
dressed, and  walked  forth  to  the  harbour. 
Between  anxiety  for  Herbert  and  his  cousin,  and 
for  the  unhappy  women  whom  he  had  left  behind, 
he  was  nearly  distracted.  He  gazed  on  the  sea, 
as  if  some  sail  in  sight  might  give  him  a  chance 
of  hope.  His  professional  experience  assured 
him  of  all  the  danger  of  the  squall.  He  could 
not  conceive  how  an  open  boat  could  live  in  such 
a  sea,  and  an  instant  return  to  port  as  soon  as 
the  squall  commenced  appeared  the  only  chance 
of  its  salvation.  Could  they  have  reached 
Leghorn  ?  It  seemed  impossible.  There  was 
no  hope  they  could  now  be  at  Sarzana  or  Lerici. 
When  he  contemplated  the  full  contingency  of 
what  might  have  occurred,  his  mind  wandered, 
and  refused  to  comprehend  the  possibility  of  the 
terrible  conclusion.  He  thought  the  morning 
would  never  break. 

There  was  a  cavernous  rock  by  the  sea-shore, 
that  jutted  into  the  water,  like  a  small  craggy 
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promontory.  Captain  Cadurcis  climbed  to  its 
top,  and  then  descending,  reclined  himself  upon 
an  inferior  portion  of  it,  which  formed  a  natural 
couch,  with  the  wave  on  each  side.  There,  lying 
at  his  length,  he  gazed  upon  the  moon  and  stars, 
whose,  brightness  he  thought  would  never  dim. 
The  Mediterranean  is  a  tideless  sea,  but  the 
swell  of  the  waves,  which  still  set  into  the  shore, 
bore  occasionally  masses  of  sea-weed  and  other 
marine  formations,  and  deposited  them  around 
him,  plashing,  as  it  broke  against  the  shore, 
with  a  melancholy  and  monotonous  sound.  The 
abstraction  of  the  scene,  the  hour,  and  the  sur- 
rounding circumstances  brought,  however,  no 
refreshment  to  the  exhausted  spirit  of  George 
Cadurcis.  He  could  not  think,  indeed  he  did 
not  dare  to  think ;  but  the  villa  of  the  Apen- 
nines and  the  open  boat  in  the  squall  flitted  con- 
tinually before  him.  His  mind  was  feeble, 
though  excited,  and  he  fell  into  a  restless,  and 
yet  unmeaning  reverie.  As  long  as  he  had  been 
in  action,  as  long  as  he  had  been  hurrying  along 
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the  coast,  the  excitement  of  motion,  the  constant 
exercise  of  his  senses,  had  relieved  or  distracted 
the  intolerable  suspense.  But  this  pause — this 
inevitable  pause  overwhelmed  him.  It  op- 
pressed his  spirit,  like  eternity.  And  yet  what 
might  the  morning  bring?  He  almost  wished 
that  he  might  remain  for  ever  on  this  rock, 
watching  the  moon  and  stars,  and  that  the  life  of 
the  world  might  never  re-commence. 

He  started,  he  had  fallen  into  a  light  slumber, 
he  had  been  dreaming,  he  thought  he  had  heard 
the  voice  of  Venetia  calling  him ;  he  had  for- 
gotten where  he  was ;  he  stared  at  the  sea  and 
sky,  and  recalled  his  dreadful  consciousness. 
The  wave  broke  with  a  heavy  plash  that  at- 
tracted his  attention  ;  it  was,  indeed,  that  sound 
that  had  awakened  him.  He  looked  around; 
there  was  some  object  ;  he  started  wildly  from 
his  resting-place,  sprang  over  the  cavern,  and 
bounded  on  the  beach.  It  was  a  corpse;  he  is 
kneeling  by  its  side.  It  is  the  corpse  of  his 
cousin  !     Lord  Cadurcis  was  a  fine  swimmer, 
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and  liad  evidently  made  strong  eflbrts  for  his 
life,  for  lie  was  partly  undressed.  In  all  the 
insanity  of  hope,  still  wilder  than  despair, 
George  Cadurcis  seized  the  body  and  bore  it 
some  yards  upon  the  shore.  Life  had  been  long 
extinct.  The  corpse  was  cold  and  stark,  the 
eyes  closed,  an  expression  of  energy,  however, 
yet  hngering  in  the  fixed  jaw,  and  the  hair 
sodden  with  the  sea.  Suddenly  Captain  Ca- 
durcis rushed  to  the  inn,  and  roused  the  house- 
hold. With  a  distracted  air,  and  broken 
speech,  and  rapid  motion,  he  communicated  the 
catastrophe.  Several  persons,  some  bearing 
torches,  others  blankets  and  cordials,  followed 
him  instantly  to  the  fatal  spot.  They  hurried 
to  the  body,  they  applied  all  the  rude  remedies 
of  the  moment,  rather  from  the  impulse  of 
nervous  excitement  than  with  any  practical 
purpose;  for  the  case  had  been  indeed  long 
hopeless.  While  Captain  Cadurcis  leant  over 
the  body,  chafing  the  extremities  in  a  hurried 
frenzy,  and  gazing  intently  on  the  countenance, 
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a  shout  was  heard  from  one  of  the  stragglers, 
who  had  recently  arrived.  The  sea  had  washed 
on  the  beach  another  corpse  :  the  form  of  Mar- 
mion  Herbert !  It  would  appear  that  he  had 
made  no  struggle  to  save  himself,  for  his  hand 
was  locked  in  his  waistcoat,  where,  at  the  mo- 
ment, he  had  thrust  the  Phsedo,  showing  that 
he  had  been  reading  to  the  last,  and  was  medi- 
tating on  immortality  when  he  died. 
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BOOK  VII. 


CHAPTER  I. 


Let  us  return  from  those  beautiful  and  cele* 
brated  scenes  in  which  we  have  of  late  been 
wandering  to  the  once  peaceful  bowers  of  Cher- 
bury.  The  journals  of  Europe  had  circulated 
the  tragical  end  of  Herbert  and  Cadurcis ;  and 
the  household  at  Cherbury  v.ere  in  daily  expecta- 
tion of  the  return  of  their  unhappy  mistress  and 
her  disconsolate  daughter. 

It  was  the  commencement  of  autumn.  The 
verdure  of  summer  still  lingered  on  the  trees, 
the  sky  if  not  as  cloudless  was  almost  as  reful- 
gent as  Italy ;  and  the  pigeons,  bright  and 
glancing,  clustered  on  the  roof  of  the  hall.  The 
steward  was  in  attendance  ;  the  household  all  in 
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deep  mourning  were  assembled ;  every  thing 
was  in  readiness  for  the  immediate  arrival  of 
Lady  Annabel  Herbert. 

'^'Tis  nearly  four  years  come  Martinmas,*' 
said  the  grey-headed  butler,  *'  since  my  Lady 
left  us." 

"  And  no  good  has  come  of  it,"  said  the 
housekeeper.  *'  And  for  my  part  I  never  heard 
of  good  coming  from  going  to  foreign  parts." 

"  1  shall  like  to  see  Miss  Venetia  again,*'  said 
a  housemaid.     ''  Bless  her  sweet  face  ! " 

'*  I  never  expected  to  see  her  Miss  Venetia 
again  from  all  we  heard,"  said  a  footman. 

*'  God's  will  be  done  !''  said  the  grey-headed 
butler,  ''but  I  hope  she  will  find  happiness  at 
home.  'Tis  nigh  on  twenty  years  since  I  first 
nursed  her  in  these  arms." 

''  I  wonder  if  there  is  any  new  Lord  Cadur- 
cis,**'  said  the  footman.  "  I  think  he  was  the 
last  of  the  line." 

"  It  would  have  been  a  happy  day  if  I  had 
lived  to  have  seen  the  poor  young  Lord  marry 
Miss  Venetia,"  said  the  housekeeper.  *'  I  always 
thought  that  match  was  made  in  heaven." 
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*'  He  was  a  sweet-spoken  young  gentleman/' 
said  the  housemaid. 

*'  For  my  part,*'  said  the  footman,  "  I  should 
like  to  have  seen  our  real  master,  Squire  Her- 
bert. He  was  a  famous  gentleman  by  all  ac- 
counts.*' 

"  I  wish  they  had  lived  quietly  at  home/*  said 
the  housekeeper. 

"  I  shall  never  forget  the  time  when  my  Lord 
returned,"  said  the  grey-headed  butler.  "  I 
must  say  I  thought  it  was  a  match." 

"  Mistress  Pauncefort  seemed  to  think  so,*' 
said  the  housemaid. 

"  And  she  understands  those  things,"  said  the 
footman. 

"  I  see  the  carriage,"  said  a  servant  who  was 
at  a  window  in  the  hall.  All  immediately 
bustled  about,  and  the  housekeeper  sent  a  mes- 
sage to  the  steward. 

The  carnage  might  be  just  discovered  at  the 
end  of  the  avenue.  It  was  some  time  before  it 
entered  the  iron  gates  that  were  thrown  open  for 
its  reception.  The  steward  stood  on  the  steps 
with  his  hat  off,  the  servants  were  ranged  in  order 


286  VENETIA. 

at  the  entrance.  Touching  their  horses  with  the 
spur,  and  cracking  their  whips,  the  postilions 
dashed  round  the  circular  plot  and  stopped  at 
the  hall-door.  Under  any  circumstances  a  return 
home  after  an  interval  of  years  is  rather  an 
awful  moment ;  there  was  not  a  servant  who  was 
not  visibly  affected.  On  the  outside  of  the 
carriage  was  a  foreign  servant  and  ^listress 
Pauncefort,  who  was  not  so  profuse  as  might 
have  been  expected  in  her  recognitions  of 
her  old  friends;  her  countenance  was  graver 
than  of  yore.  Misfortune  and  misery  had  sub- 
dued even  Mistress  Pauncefort.  The  foreign 
servant  opened  the  door  of  the  carriage ;  a 
young  man,  who  was  a  stranger  to  the  house- 
hold but  who  was  in  deep  mourning,  alighted, 
and  then  Lady  Annabel  appeared.  The  stew- 
ard advanced  to  welcome  her,  the  household 
bowed  and  curtsied.  She  smiled  on  them  for 
a  moment  graciously  and  kindly,  but  her  coun- 
tenance immediately  re-assumed  a  serious  air, 
and  whispering  one  word  to  the  strange  gentle- 
man, she  entered  the  hall  alone,  inviting  the 
steward  to  follow  her. 


VENETIA.  287 

"  I  hope  your  Ladyship  is  well — welcome 
home,  my  Lady — welcome  again  to  Cherbury — 
a  welcome  return,'my  Lady — hope  Miss  Venetia 
is  quite  well  —  happy  to  see  your  Ladyship 
amongst  us  again,  and  Miss  Venetia  too,  my 
Lady."  Lady  Annabel  acknowledged  these 
salutations  with  kindness,  and  then  saying  that 
Miss  Herbert  was  not  very  well  and  was 
fatigued  with  her  journey,  she  dismissed  her 
humble  but  trusty  friends.  Lady  Annabel  then 
turned  and  nodded  to  her  fellow  traveller. 

Upon  this  Lord  Cadurcis — if  we  must,  in- 
deed, use  a  title  from  which  he  himself  shrank 
— carried  a  shrouded  form  in  his  arms  into  the 
hall,  \vhere  the  steward  alone  lingered,  though 
withdrawn  to  the  back  part  of  the  scene ;  and 
Lady  Annabel,  advancing  to  meet  him,  em- 
braced his  treasured  burthen — her  own  unhappy 
<^hild. 

"  Now,  Venetia — dearest  Venetia,"  she  said, 
'' '  tis  past;  we  are  at  home." 

Venetia  leant  upon  her  mother,  but  made  no 
reply. 

"Up   stairs,  dearest,"    said  Lady  Annabel; 
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"  a  little  exertion,  a  very  little.""  Leaning  on 
her  mother  and  Lord  Cadurcis,  Venetia  as- 
cended the  staircase,  and  they  reached  the 
terrace-room.  Venetia  looked  around  her  as 
she  entered  the  chamber, — that  scene  of  her 
former  life,  endeared  to  her  by  so  many  happy 
hours  and  so  many  sweet  incidents  ;  that  cham- 
ber where  she  had  first  seen  Plantagenet. 
Lord  Cadurcis  supported  her  to  a  chair,  and 
then,  overwhelmed  by  irresistible  emotion,  she 
sank  back  in  a  swoon. 

No  one  was  allowed  to  enter  the  room  but 
Pauncefort.  They  revived  her ;  Lord  Cadur- 
cis holding  her  hand,  and  touching,  with  a 
watchful  finger,  her  pulse.  Venetia  opened 
her  eyes,  and  looked  around  her.  Her  mind 
did  not  wander;  she  immediately  recognised 
where  she  was,  and  recollected  all  that  had 
happened.  She  faintly  smiled,  and  said,  in  a 
low  voice,  "You  are  all  too  kind,  and  I  am 
very  weak.  After  our  trials,  what  is  this? 
George,'*  she  added,  struggling  to  appear  ani- 
mated, "you  are  at  length  at  Cherbury." 

Once    more    at  Cherbury !     It  was,  indeed. 
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an  event  that  recalled  a  thousand  associations. 
In  the  wild  anguish  of  her  first  grief,  when 
the  dreadful  intelligence  was  broken  to  her, 
if  any  one  had  whispered  to  Venetia  that  she 
would  yet  find  herself  once  more  at  Cher- 
bury,  she  would  have  esteemed  the  intimation 
as  mockery.  But  time  and  hope  will  strug- 
gle with  the  most  poignant  affliction,  and  their 
influence  is  irresistible  and  inevitable.  From 
her  darkened  chamber  in  their  Mediterranean 
villa,  Venetia  had  again  come  forth,  and  crossed 
mountains,  and  traversed  immense  plains,  and 
journeyed  through  many  countries.  She  could 
not  die,  as  she  had  supposed  at  first  that  she 
must,  and  therefore  she  had  exerted  herself 
to  quit,  and  to  quit  speedily,  a  scene  so  ter- 
rible as  their  late  abode.  She  was  the  very 
first  to  propose  their  return  to  England,  and 
to  that  spot  where  she  had  passed  her  early 
life,  and  where  she  now  wished  to  fulfil,  in 
quiet  and  seclusion,  the  allotment  of  her  re- 
maining years ;  to  meditate  over  the  marvellous 
past,  and  cherish  its  sweet  and  bitter  recollec- 
tions.    The  native  firmness  of  Lady  Annabel, 
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her  long  exercised  control  over  her  emotions, 
the  sadness  and  subdued  tone  which  the  early 
incidents  of  her  career  had  cast  over  her  charac- 
ter, her  profound  sympathy  with  her  daughter, 
and  that  religious  consolation  which  never  de- 
serted her,  had  alike  impelled  and  enabled  her  to 
bear  up  against  the  catastrophe  with  more  for- 
titude than  her  child.  The  arrows,  indeed,  had 
struck  Venetia  with  a  double  barb.  She  was 
the  victim ;  and  all  the  cares  of  Lady  Annabel 
had  been  directed  to  soothe  and  support  this 
stricken  lamb.  Yet  perhaps  these  unhappy 
women  must  have  sunk  under  their  unparalleled 
calamities,  had  it  not  been  for  the  devotion  of 
their  companion.  In  the  despair  of  his  first 
emotions,  George  Cadurcis  was  nearly  plunging 
himself  headlong  into  the  wave  that  had  already 
proved  so  fatal  to  his  house.  But  when  he 
thought  of  Lady  Annabel  and  Venetia  in  a 
foreign  land,  without  a  single  friend  in  their  de- 
solation, and  pictured  them  to  himself  with  the 
dreadful  news  abruptly  communicated  by  some 
unfeeling  stranger ;  and  called  upon,  in  the 
midst  of  their  overwhelming  agony,  to  attend  to 
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all  the  heart-rending  arrangements  which  the 
discovery  of  the  bodies  of  the  beings  to  whom 
they  were  devoted,  and  in  whom  all  their  feel- 
ings were  centred,  must  necessarily  entail  upon 
them — he  recoiled  from  what  he  contemplated, 
as  an  act  of  infamous  desertion.  He  resolved  to 
live,  if  only  to  preserve  them  from  all  their  im- 
pending troubles,  and  with  the  hope  that  his 
exertions  might  tend,  in  however  slight  a  degree, 
not  to  alleviate — for  that  was  impossible — but  to 
prevent,  the  increase  of  that  terrible  woe,  the 
very  conception  of  which  made  his  brain  stagger. 
He  carried  the  bodies,  therefore,  with  him  to 
Spezzia,  and  then  prepared  for  that  fatal  inter- 
view, the  commencement  of  which  we  first  indi- 
cated. Yet  it  must  be  confessed  that,  though 
the  bravest  of  men,  his  courage  faltered  as  he 
entered  the  accustomed  ravine.  He  stopped 
and  looked  down  on  the  precipice  below ;  he  felt 
it  utterly  impossible  to  meet  them  ;  his  mind 
nearly  deserted  him.  Death,  some  great  and 
universal  catastrophe,  an  earthquake,  a  deluge, 
that  would  have  buried  them  all  in  an  instant 
and  a  common  fate,  would  have  been  hailed 
o2 
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by  George   Cadurcis,  at  that  moment,  as  good 
fortune. 

He  lurked  about  the  ravine  for  nearly  three 
bours  before  he  could  summon  up  heart  for  the 
awful  mterview.  The  position  he  had  taken 
assured  him  that  no  one  could  approach  the  villa, 
to  which  he  himself  dared  not  advance.  At 
length,  in  a  paroxysm  of  energetic  despair,  he 
bad  rushed  forward,  met  them  instantly,  and 
confessed  with  a  whirling  brain,  and  almost  un- 
conscious of  his  utterance,  that  "  they  could  not 
bope  to  see  them  again  in  this  world." 

What  ensued  must  neither  be  attempted  to  be 
described,  nor  even  remembered.  It  was  one  of 
those  tragedies  of  life  which  enfeeble  the  most 
faithful  memories  at  a  blow,  shatter  nerves  be- 
yond the  faculty  of  revival,  cloud  the  mind  for 
ever,  or  turn  the  hair  grey  in  an  instant.  They 
carried  Venetia  delirious  to  her  bed.  The  very 
despair,  and  almost  madness,  of  her  daughter, 
forced  Lady  Annabel  to  self-exertion,  of  which 
it  was  difficult  to  suppose  that  even  she  was  ca- 
pable. And  George,  too,  was  obliged  to  leave 
them.     He  stayed  only  the  night.     A  few  words 
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passed  between  Lady  Annabel  and  himself;  she 
wished  the  bodies  to  be  embalmed,  and  borne  to 
England.  There  was  no  time  to  be  lost,  and 
there  was  no  one  to  be  intrusted  except  George. 
He  had  to  hasten  to  Genoa  to  make  all  these 
preparations,  and  for  two  days  he  was  absent 
from  the  villa.  When  he  returned,  Lady  An- 
nabel saw  him,  but  Venetia  was  for  a  long  time 
invisible.  The  moment  she  grew  composed,  she 
expressed  a  wish  to  her  mother  instantly  to  re- 
turn to  Cherbury.  All  the  arrangements  neces- 
sarily devolved  upon  George  Cadurcis.  It  was 
his  study  that  Lady  Annabel  should  be  troubled 
upon  no  point.  The  household  were  discharged, 
all  the  affiiirs  were  wound  up,  the  felucca  hired 
which  was  to  bear  them  to  Genoa,  and  in  readi- 
ness, before  he  notified  to  them  that  the  hour  of 
departure  had  arrived.  The  most  bitter  cir- 
cumstance was  looking  again  upon  the  sea.  It 
seemed  so  intolerable  to  Venetia,  that  their  de- 
parture was  delayed  more  than  one  day  in  conse- 
quence: but  it  was  inevitable;  they  could  reach 
Genoa  in  no  other  manner.  George  carried 
Venetia  in  his  arms  to  the  boat,   with  her  face 
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covered  with  a  shawl,  and  bore  her  in  the  same 
manner  to  the  hotel  at  Genoa,  where  their  tra- 
velling carriage  awaited  them. 

They  travelled  home  rapidly.  All  seemed  to 
be  impelled  as  it  were  by  a  restless  desire  for 
repose.  Cherbury  was  the  only  thought  in  Ve- 
netia's  mind.  She  observed  nothing ;  she  made 
no  remark  during  their  journey  ;  they  travelled 
often  throughout  the  night;  but  no  obstacles 
occurred,  no  inconveniences.  There  was  one  in 
this  miserable  society  whose  only  object  in  life 
was  to  support  Venetia  under  her  terrible  visita- 
tion. Silent,  but  with  an  eye  that  never  slept, 
George  Cadurcis  watched  Venetia,  as  a  nurse 
might  a  child.  He  read  her  thoughts,  he  anti- 
cipated her  wishes  Avithout  inquiring  them; 
every  arrangement  was  unobtrusively  made  that 
could  possibly  consult  her  comfort. 

They  passed  through  London  without  stop- 
ping there.  George  would  not  leave  them  for 
an  instant ;  nor  would  he  spare  a  thought  to  his 
own  affairs,  though  they  urgently  required  his 
attention.  The  change  in  his  position  gave  him 
no  consolation  ;  he  would  not  allow  his  passport 


VENETIA. 

to  be  made  out  with  his  title;  lie  shuddered  at 
being  called  Lord  Cadurcis ;  and  the  only  reason 
that  made  him  hesitate  about  attending  them  to 
Cherbury  was  its  contiguity  to  his  ancestral  seat, 
which  he  resolved  never  to  visit.  There  never  in 
the  world  was  a  less  selfish  and  more  single- 
hearted  man  than  George  Cadurcis.  Though 
the  death  of  his  cousin  had  invested  him  with  one 
of  the  most  ancient  coronets  in  England,  a  noble 
residence,  and  a  fair  estate,  he  would  willingly 
have  sacrificed  his  life  to  have  recalled  Plantage- 
net  to  existence,  and  to  have  secured  the  happi- 
ness of  Venetia  Herbert. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

The  reader  must  not  suppose,  from  the  irre- 
sistible emotion  that  overcame  Venetia  at  the 
very  moment  of  her  return,  that  she  was  entirely- 
prostrated  by  her  calamities.  On  the  contrary, 
her  mind  had  been  employed  during  the  whole 
of  her  journey  to  England,  in  a  silent  effort  to 
endure  her  lot  with  resignation.  She  had  re- 
solved to  bear  up  against  her  misery  with  forti- 
tude, and  she  inherited  from  her  mother  suffi- 
cient firmness  of  mind  to  enable  her  to  achieve 
her  purpose.  She  came  back  to  Cherbury  to 
live  with  patience  and  submission ;  and  though 
her  dreams  of  happiness  might  be  vanished  for 
ever,  to  contribute  as  much  as  was  in  her  power 
to  the  content  of  tliat  dear  and  remaining  re- 
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lative  who  ^vas  yet  spared  to  her,  and  who  de- 
pended in  this  world  only  upon  the  aflPection  of 
her  child.  The  return  to  Cherbury  was  a  pang, 
and  it  was  over.  Venetia  struggled  to  avoid  the 
habits  of  an  invalid ;  she  purposed  resuming,  as 
far  as  was  in  her  power,  all  the  pursuits  and 
duties  of  her  life ;  and  if  it  were  neither  pos- 
sible nor  even  desirable  to  forget  the  past,  she 
dwelt  upon  it  neither  to  sigh  nor  to  murmur,  but 
to  cherish  in  a  sweet  and  musing  mood  the  ties 
and  affections  round  which  all  her  feelings  had 
once  gathered  with  so  much  enjoyment  and  so 
much  hope. 

She  rose,  therefore,  on  the  morning  after  her 
return  to  Cherbury,  calm,  if  not  cheerful;  and 
she  took  an  early  opportunity,  when  George  and 
her  mother  were  engaged,  and  absent  from  the 
terrace-room,  to  go  forth  alone,  and  wander  amid 
her  old  haunts.  There  was  not  a  spot  about 
the  park  and  gardens,  which  had  been  favourite 
resorts  of  herself  and  Plantagenet  in  their  child- 
hood, that  she  did  not  visit.  They  were  un- 
changed ;  as  green,  and  bright,  and  still,  as  in 
old  days,  but  what  was  she?  The  freshness, 
o  3 
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and  brilliancy,  and  careless  happiness  of  her  life, 
were  fled  for  ever.  And  here  he  lived,  and 
here  he  roamed,  and  here  his  voice  sounded, 
now  in  glee,  now  in  melancholy,  now  in  wild 
and  fanciful  amusement,  and  now  pouring  into 
her  bosom  all  his  domestic  sorrows.  It  was  but 
ten  years  since  he  first  arrived  at  Cherbury,  and 
who  could  have  anticipated  that  little,  silent, 
reserved  boy  should,  ere  ten  years  had  passed, 
have  filled  a  wide  and  lofty  space  in  the  world's 
thought :  that  his  existence  should  have  in- 
fluenced the  mind  of  nations,  and  his  death 
eclipsed  their  gaiety !  His  death !  Terrible 
and  disheartening  thought !  Plantagenet  was 
no  more.  But  he  had  not  died  without  a  record. 
His  memory  was  embalmed  in  immortal  verse, 
and  he  had  breathed  his  passion  to  his  Venetia 
in  language  that  lingered  in  the  ear,  and  would 
dwell  for  ever  on  the  lips,  of  his  fellow  men. 

Among  these  woods,  too,  had  Venetia  first 
mused  over  her  father ;  before  her  rose  those 
mysterious  chambers,  whose  secret  she  had  pene- 
trated at  the  risk  of  her  life.  There  were  no 
secrets  now.     Was  she  happier  ?     Now  she  felt 
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that  even  in  her  early  mystery  there  was  de- 
light, and  that  hope  was  veiled  beneath  its 
ominous  shadow.  There  was  now^  no  future  to 
ponder  over ;  her  hope  was  gone,  and  memory 
alone  remained.  All  the  dreams  of  those  musing 
hours  of  her  hidden  reveries  had  been  realised. 
She  had  seen  that  father,  that  surpassing  parent, 
who  had  satisfied  alike  her  heart  and  her  ima- 
gination ;  she  had  been  clasped  to  his  bosom  ; 
she  had  lived  to  witness  even  her  mother  yield 
to  his  penitent  embrace.  And  he  too  was  gone ; 
she  could  never  meet  him  again  in  this  world — 
in  this  world  in  which  they  had  experienced 
such  exquisite  bliss !  And  now  she  was  once 
more  at  Cherbury  I  Oh !  give  her  back  her 
girlhood,  with  all  its  painful  mystery  and  harass- 
ing doubt !     Give  her  again  a  future  ! 

She  returned  to  the  hall ;  she  met  George  on 
the  terrace,  she  welcomed  him  with  a  sweet,  yet 
mournful  smile.  "  I  have  been  very  selfish," 
she  said,  "  for  I  have  been  walking  alone.  I 
mean  to  introduce  you  to  Cherbury,  but  I  could 
not  resist  visiting  some  old  spots.'*     Her  voice 
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faiiltered  at  these  last  words*  They  re-entered 
the  terrace-room  together,  and  joined  her  mo- 
ther. 

"Nothing  is  changed,  mamma/'  said  Venetia, 
in  a  more  cheerful  tone.  "  It  is  pleasant  to  find 
something  that  is  the  same." 

Several  days  passed,  and  Lord  Cadurcis 
evinced  no  desire  to  visit  his  inheritance.  Yet 
Lady  Annabel  was  anxious  that  he  should  do  so, 
and  had  more  than  once  impressed  upon  him  the 
propriety.  Even  Vcnetia  at  length  said  to  him, 
"  It  is  very  selfish  in  us  keeping  you  here, 
George.  Your  presence  is  a  great  consolation, 
and  yet — yet,  ought  you  not  to  visit  your 
home  ?"     She  avoided  the  name  of  Cadurcis. 

"  I  ought,  dear  Venetia,"  said  George,  "  and 
I  will.  I  have  promised  Lady  Annabel  twenty 
times,  but  I  feel  a  terrible  disinclination.  To- 
morrow, perhaps." 

"  To-morrow,  and  to-morrow,  and  to-mor- 
row," murmured  Venetia  to  herself,  "  I  scarcely 
comprehend  now  what  to-morrow  means.'*  And 
then  again  addressing  hini;  and  with  more  liveli- 
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ness,  she  said,  "  We  have  only  one  friend  in  the 
world  now,  George,  and  I  think  that  wc  ought 
to  be  very  grateful  that  he  is  our  neighbour.'* 

*'  It  is  a  consolation  to  me,"  said  Lord  Ca- 
durcis,  "  for  I  cannot  remain  here,  and  other- 
wise I  should  scarcely  know  how  to  depart." 

"  I  wish  you  would  visit  your  home,  if  only 
for  one  morning,""  said  Venetia  ;  "  if  only,"  she 
added  with  a  smile,  "  to  knov/  how  very  near 
you  are  to  us." 

*'  I  dread  going  alone,"  said  Lord  Cadurcis. 
"  I  cannot  ask  Lady  Annabel  to  accompany  me, 
because "     He  hesitated. 

"  Because  ?''  enquired  Venetia. 

"  I  cannot  ask  or  wish  her  to  leave  you."** 

"  You  are  always  thinking  of  me,  dear 
George,"  said  Venetia,  artlessly.  "  I  assure 
you,  I  have  come  back  to  Cherbury  to  be  happ3\ 
I  must  visit  your  home  some  day?  and  I  hope 
I  shall  visit  it  often.  Vv"e  will  all  go— soon," 
she  added. 

"  Then  I  will  postpone  my  visit  to  that  day," 
said  George.     "  I  am  in  no  humour  for  business, 
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which  I  know  awaits  me  there.  Let  me  enjoy 
a  httle  more  repose  at  dear  Cherbury." 

"  I  have  become  very  restless  of  late,  I  think,'* 
said  Venetia,  "  but  there  is  a  particular  spot  in 
the  garden  that  I  wish  to  see.  Come  with  me, 
George." 

Lord  Cadurcis  was  only  too  happy  to  attend 
her.  They  proceeded  through  a  winding  walk 
in  the  shrubberies,  until  they  arrived  at  a  small 
and  open  plot  of  turf,  where  Venetia  stopped. 
"  There  are  some  associations,"  she  said,  "  of 
this  spot  connected  with  both  those  friends  that 
we  have  lost.  I  have  a  fancy  that  it  should  be 
in  some  visible  manner  consecrated  to  their  me- 
mories. On  this  spot,  George,  Plantagenet  once 
spoke  to  me  of  my  father.  I  should  like  to 
raise  their  busts  here;  and  indeed  it  is  a  fit 
place  for  such  a  purpose ;  for  poets,"  she  added, 
faintly  smiling,  "  should  be  surrounded  with 
laurels." 

"  I  have  some  thoughts  on  this  head  that  I 
am  revolving  in  my  fancy  myself,"  said  Lord 
Cadurcis,  "but  I  will  not  speak  of  them  now." 
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"  Yes,  now,  George ;  for  indeed  it  is  a  satis- 
faction to  me  to  speak  of  them,  at  least  with  you, 
with  one  who  understood  them  so  well,  and  loved 
them  scarcely  less  than  I  did." 

George  tenderly  put  his  arm  into  hers  and  led 
her  away.  As  they  walked  along,  he  explained 
to  her  his  plans,  which  yet  were  somewhat  crude, 
but  which  greatly  interested  her ;  but  they  were 
roused  from  their  conversation  by  the  bell  of  the 
hall  sounding,  as  if  to  summon  them,  and  there- 
fore they  directed  their  way  immediately  to  the 
terrace.  A  servant  running  met  them ;  he 
brought  a  messagce  from  Ladv  Annabel.  Their 
friend  the  Bishop  of  *  *  *  *  had  arrived. 
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CHAPTER  HI. 


"  Well,  my  little  daughter,'"  said  the  good 
Masham,  advancing  as  Venetia  entered  the  room, 
tenderly  embracing  her,  and  affecting  a  cheerful- 
ness which  he  did  not  feel,  but  which  lightened 
the  first  painful  embarrassment  of  the  interview. 
Venetia  responded  to  his  salutation  in  the  same 
vein;  the  kind-hearted  old  man  maintained  a 
conversation  on  indifferent  subjects,  with  anima- 
tion, for  some  minutes;  and  thus  a  meeting,  the 
anticipation  of  which  would  have  cost  Venetia 
hours  of  pain  and  anxiety,  occurred  with  feelings 
which  were  alike  easy  and  agreeable. 

Masham  had  hastened  to  Cherbury  the  mo- 
ment he  heard  of  tlie  return  of  the  Herberts  to 
England.     He  did  not  come  to  console  but  to 
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enliven.  He  Avas  well  aware  that  even  liis  elo- 
quence, and  all  the  influence  of  his  pietv,  could 
not  soften  the  irreparable  past ;  and  knowing, 
from  experience,  how  in  solitude  the  unhappy 
brood  over  sorrow,  lie  fancied  that  his  arrival, 
and  perhaps  his  arrival  only,  might  tend  in  some 
degree  at  this  moment  to  their  alleviation  and 
comfort.  He  brought  Lady  Annabel  and  Ve- 
netia  letters  from  their  relations,  with  whom  he 
had  been  staying,  at  their  country  residence, 
and  who  were  anxious  that  their  unhappy 
kinsfolk  should  find  change  of  scene  under  their 
roof. 

"  They  are  very  affectionate,"  said  Lady  An- 
nabel, "  but  I  rather  think  that  neither  Venetia 
nor  myself  will  feel  inclined  to  quit  Cherbury  at 
present." 

"  Indeed,  not,  mamma,"  said  Venetia.  "  I 
hope  we  shall  never  leave  home  again." 

"  You  must  come  and  see  me  some  day,"  said 
the  Bishop;  then  turning  to  George,  whom  he 
was  glad  to  find  here,  he  addressed  him  in  a 
hearty  tone,  and  expressed  his  delight  at  again 
meeting  him. 
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Insensibly  to  all  parties  this  arrival  of  the 
good  Masham  exercised  a  very  beneficial  in- 
fluence on  their  spirits.  They  could  sympathise 
with  his  cheerfulness,  because  they  were  con- 
vinced that  he  sympathised  with  their  sorrow. 
His  interesting  conversation  withdrew  their  minds 
from  the  painful  subject  on  which  they  were 
always  musing.  It  seemed  profanation  to  either 
of  the  three  mourners  when  they  were  together 
alone,  to  indulge  in  any  topic  but  the  absorbing 
one,  and  their  utmost  effort  was  to  speak  of 
the  past  with  composure  :  but  they  all  felt  re- 
lieved, though  at  first  unconsciously,  when  one, 
whose  interest  in  their  feelings  could  not  be 
doubted,  gave  the  signal  of  withdrawing  their 
reflections  from  vicissitudes  which  it  was  useless 
to  deplore.  Even  the  social  forms  which  the 
presence  of  a  guest  rendered  indispensable,  and 
the  exercise  of  the  courtesies  of  hdspitality,  con- 
tributed to  this  result.  They  withdrew  their 
minds  from  the  past.  And  the  worthy  bishop, 
whose  tact  was  as  eminent  as  his  good  humour 
and  benevolence,  evincing  as  much  delicacy  of 
feeling  as  cheerfulness  of  temper,  a  very  few 
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days  had  elapsed  before  each  of  his  companions 
was  aware  that  his  presence  had  contributed  to 
their  increased  content. 

"  You  have  not  been  to  the  abbey  yet,  Lord 
Cadurcis,"  said  Masham  to  him  one  day,  as  they 
were  sitting  together  after  dinner,  the  ladies 
having  retired.    "  You  sliould  go.'" 

'*  I  have  been  unwilling  to  leave  them,"  said 
George,  "  and  I  could  scarcely  expect  them  to 
accompany  me.  It  is  a  visit  that  must  revive 
painful  recollections." 

'*  We  must  not  dwell  on  the  past,"  said  Ma- 
sham, "  We  must  think  only  on  the  future." 

<'Venetia  has  no  future,  I  fear,**'  said  Lord 
Cadurcis. 

"Why  not?''  said  Masham,  "she  is  yet  a 
girl,  and  ^yith  a  prospect  of  a  long  life.  She 
must  have  a  future,  and  I  hope,  and  I  believe  it 
will  yet  be  a  happy  one.*" 

"  Alas  !  "  said  Lord  Cadurcis,  "  no  one  can 
form  an  idea  of  the  attachment  that  subsisted  be- 
tween Plantagenet  and  Venetia.  They  were  not 
common  feelings,  or  the  feelings  of  common 
minds,  my  dear  lord." 


308  VENETIA. 

"  No  one  knew  them  both  better  than  I  did," 
said  Masham,  "  not  even  yourself :  they  were 
my  children." 

"  I  feel  that,"  said  George,  "  and  therefore  it 
is  a  pleasure  to  us  all  to  see  you,  and  to  speak 
with  you/"" 

"  But  we  must  look  for  consolation,"  said 
Masham  ;  "  to  deplore  is  fruitless.  If  we  live, 
we  must  struggle  to  live  happily.  To  tell  you 
the  truth,  though  their  immediate  return  to 
Cherbury  was  inevitable,  and  their  residence 
here  for  a  time  is  scarcely  to  be  deprecated,  I 
still  hope  they  will  not  bury  themselves  here. 
For  my  part,  after  the  necessary  interval,  I  wish 
to  see  Venetia  once  more  in  the  world." 

Lord  Cadurcis  looked  very  mournful  and 
shook  his  head. 

'^  As  for  her  dear  mother,  she  is  habituated  to 
sorrow  and  disappointment,"  said  Masham. 
"  As  long  as  Venetia  lives  Lady  Annabel  will  be 
content.  Besides,  deplorable  as  may  be  the  past, 
tliere  must  be  solace  to  her  in  the  reflection  that 
she  was  reconciled  to  her  husband  before  his 
death,  and  contributed  to  his  happiness.     Vene- 
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tia  is  the  stricken  Iamb,  but  Venetia  is  formed 
for  happiness,  and  it  is  in  the  nature  of  things 
that  she  will  be  happy.  We  must  not,  however, 
yield  unnecessarily  to  our  feelings.  A  violent 
exertion  would  be  unwise,  but  we  should  habi- 
tuate ourselves  gradually  to  the  exercise  of  our 
duties,  and  to  our  accustomed  pursuits.  It 
would  be  well  for  you  to  go  to  Cadurcis.  If  I 
were  you  I  would  go  to-morrow.  Take  advan- 
tage of  my  presence ;  and  return  and  give  a  re- 
port of  your  visit.  Habituate  Venetia  to  talk  of 
a  spot  with  which  ultimately  she  must  renew  her 
intimacy."" 

Influenced  by  his  advice,  Lord  Cadurcis 
rose  early  on  the  next  morning  and  repaired  to 
the  seat  of  his  fathers,  where  hitherto  his  foot 
had  never  trod.  When  the  circle  at  Cherbury 
assembled  at  their  breakfast  table  he  was 
missing,  and  Masham  had  undertaken  the  office 
of  apprising  his  friends  of  the  cause  of  his  ab- 
sence. He  returned  to  dinner,  and  the  con- 
versation fell  naturally  upon  the  Abbey  and  the 
impressions  he  had  received.  It  was  main- 
tained at  first  by  Lady  Annabel  and  the  Bisliop, 
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but  Venetia  ultimately  joined  in  it  and  with 
cheerfulness.  Many  a  trait  and  incident  of 
former  days  was  alluded  to;  they  talked  of 
Mrs.  Cadurcis,  whom  George  had  never  seen  ; 
they  settled  the  chambers  he  should  inhabit; 
they  mentioned  the  improvements  which  Plan- 
tagenet  had  once  contemplated,  and  which 
George  must  now  accomplish. 

<*You  must  go  to  London  first,"  said  the 
Bishop  ;  ''■  you  have  a  great  deal  to  do,  and  you 
should  not  delay  such  business.  I  think  you  had 
better  return  wath  me.  At  this  time  of  the 
year  you  need  not  be  long  absent;  you  will 
not  be  detained ;  and  when  you  return,  you  will 
find  yourself  much  more  at  ease ;  for  after  all, 
nothing  is  more  harassing  than  the  feeling,  that 
there  is  business  which  must  be  attended  to,  and 
which,  nevertheless,  is  neglected." 

Both  Lady  Annabel  and  Venetia  enforced 
this  advice  of  their  friend ;  and  so  it  happened 
that  ere  a  week  had  elapsed  Lord  Cadurcis, 
accompanying  Masham,  found  himself  once  more 
in  London. 
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CHAPTER  IV 


Venetia  was  now  once  more  alone  with  her 
mother ;  it  was  as  in  old  times.  Their  life  was  the 
same  as  before  the  visit  of  Plantagenet  previous 
to  his  going  to  Cambridge,  except  indeed  that 
they  had  no  longer  a  friend  at  Marringhurst. 
They  missed  the  sabbath  visits  of  that  good 
man;  his  successor,  indeed,  performed  the  duties 
of  the  day,  which  had  been  a  condition  when  he 
was  presented  to  the  living,  but  the  friend  who 
knew  all  the  secrets  of  their  hearts  was  absent. 
Venetia  continued  to  bear  herself  with  great 
equanimity,  and  the  anxiety  which  she  observed 
instantly  impressed  on  her  mother's  countenance, 
the  moment  she  fancied  there  was  unusual  gloom 
"^n  the    brow    of   her   child,  impelled   Venetia 
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doubly  to  exert  herself  to  appear  resigned.  And 
in  truth,  when  Lady  Annabel  revolved  in  her 
mind  the  mournful  past,  and  meditated  over  her 
early  and  unceasing  efforts  to  secure  the  hap- 
piness of  her  daughter,  and  then  contrasted  her 
aspirations  with  the  result,  she  could  not  acquit 
herself  of  having  been  too  often  unconsciously 
instrumental  in  forwarding  a  very  different  con- 
clusion than  that  for  which  she  had  laboured. 
This  conviction  preyed  upon  the  mother,  and  the 
slightest  evidence  of  reaction  in  Venetians  tran- 
quillised  demeanour  occasioned  her  the  utmost 
remorse  and  grief.  The  absence  of  George 
made  both  Lady  Annabel  and  Venetia  still  more 
finely  appreciate  the  solace  of  his  society.  Left 
to  themselves  they  felt  how  much  they  had  de- 
pended on  his  vigilant  and  considerate  atten- 
tion, and  how  much  his  sweet  temper  and  his 
unfailing  sympathy  had  contributed  to  their  con- 
solation. He  wrote,  however,  to  Venetia  by 
every  post,  and  his  letters,  if  possible,  endeared 
liim  still  more  to  their  hearts.  L^n  willing  to 
dwell  upon  their  mutual  sorrows,  yet  always 
expressing  sufficient  to  prove  that  distance  and 


VENETIA.  313 

absence  had  not  impaired  his  sympathy,  he  con- 
trived with  infinite  delicacy  even  to  amuse  their 
sohtude  with  the  adventures  of  his  life  of 
bustle.  The  arrival  of  the  post  was  the  incident 
of  the  day  ;  and  not  merely  letters  arrived,— one 
day  brought  books,  another  music ;  continually 
some  fresh  token  of  his  thought  and  affection 
reached  them.  He  was,  however,  only  a  fort- 
night absent ;  but  when  he  returned,  it  was  to 
Cadurcis.  He  called  upon  them  the  next  day ; 
and  indeed  every  morning  found  him  at  Cher- 
bury  :  but  he  returned  to  his  home  at  night,  and 
so,  without  an  effort,  from  their  guest  he  had 
become  their  neighbour. 

Plantagenet  had  left  the  whole  of  his  property 
to  his  cousin  :  his  mother's  fortune,  which,  as  an 
accessary  fund,  was  not  inconsiderable,  besides 
the  estate.  And  George  intended  to  devote  a 
portion  of  this  to  the  restoration  of  the  abbey. 
Venetia  was  to  be  his  counsellor  in  this  opera- 
tion, and  therefore  there  were  ample  sources  of 
amusement  for  the  remainder  of  the  year.  On 
a  high  ridge,  which  indeed  was  one  of  the  bea- 
cons of  the  county,  and  which  moreover  marked 
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the  junction  of  the  domains  of  Cherbury  and 
Cadurcis,  it  was  his  intention  to  raise  a  monu- 
ment to  the  united  memories  of  Marmion  Her- 
bert, and  Plantagenet  Lord  Cadurcis.  He 
brought  down  a  design  with  him  from  London ; 
and  this  was  the  project  which  he  had  previously 
whispered  to  Venetia.  With  George  for  her 
com{)anion  too,  Venetia  was  induced  to  resume 
her  rides.  It  was  her  part  to  make  him  ac- 
quainted with  the  county  in  which  he  was  so 
important  a  resident.  Time,  therefore,  at  Cher- 
bury  on  the  whole  flowed  on  in  a  tide  of 
tranquil  pleasure,  and  Lady  Annabel  observed 
with  interest  and  fondness  the  continual  pre- 
sence beneath  her  roof  of  one  who,  from  the 
first  day  she  had  met  him,  had  engaged  her 
kind  feelings,  and  had  since  become  intimately 
endeared  to  her. 

The  end  of  November  was,  however,  now  ap- 
proaching, and  Parliament  was  about  to  reas- 
semble. Masham  had  written  more  than  once 
to  Lord  Cadurcis,  impressing  upon  him  the  pro- 
priety and  expediency  of  taking  his  seat.  He 
had  shown  these  letters,  as  he  showed  every  thing, 
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to  Venetia,  who  was  his  counsellor  on  all  sub- 
jects, and  Venetia  agreed  with  their  friend. 

"  It  is  right,"  said  Venetia ;  ''  you  have  a  duty 
to  perform,  and  you  must  perform  it.  Besides, 
I  do  not  wish  the  name  of  Cadurcis  to  sink  again 
into  obscurity.  I  shall  look  forward  with  inte- 
rest to  Lord  Cadurcis  taking  the  oaths  and  his 
seat.     It  will  please  me;  it  will  indeed." 

"  But,  Venetia,"  said  George,  '*  I  do  not  like 
to  leave  this  place.  I  am  happy,  if  we  may  be 
happy.  This  life  suits  me.  I  am  a  quiet  man. 
I  dislike  London.     I  feel  alone  there." 

"  You  can  write  to  us ;  you  will  have  a  great 
deal  to  say.  And  I  shall  have  something  to  say 
to  you  now.  I  must  give  you  a  continual  report 
how  they  go  on  at  the  abbey.  I  will  be  your 
steward,  and  superintend  every  thing." 

"Ah!"  said  George,  "what  shall  I  do  in 
London  without  you — without  your  advice? 
There  will  be  something  occurring  every  day, 
and  I  shall  have  no  one  to  consult.  Indeed  I 
shall  feel  quite  miserable ;   I  shall  indeed."' 

"  It  is  quite  impossible  that,  with  your  sta- 
tion, ind  at  your  time  of  life,  you  should  bury 
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yourself  in  the  country,"  said  Venetia.  "  You 
have  the  whole  world  before  you,  and  you  must 
enjoy  it.  It  is  very  well  for  mamma  and  myself 
to  lead  this  life.  I  look  upon  ourselves  as  two 
nuns.  If  Cadurcis  is  an  abbey,  Cherbury  is  now 
a  convent." 

"  How  can  a  man  wish  to  be  more  than  happy? 
I  am  quite  content  here,"  said  George.  "  What 
is  London  to  me  ! "" 

"  It  may  be  a  great  deal  to  you,  more  than 
you  think,*"  said  Venetia.  ''  A  great  deal  awaits 
you  yet.  However,  there  can  be  no  doubt  you 
should  take  your  seat.  You  can  always  return 
if  you  wish.  But  take  your  seat,  and  cultivate 
dear  Masham .  I  have  the  utmost  confidence  in 
his  wisdom  and  goodness.  You  cannot  have  a 
friend  more  respectable.  Now  mind  my  advice, 
George." 

'*  I  always  do,  Venetia." 
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CHAPTER  V. 

Time  and  Faith  are  the  great  consolers :  and 
neither  of  these  precious  sources  of  solace  were 
wanting  to  the  inhabitants  of  Cherbury.  They 
were  again  living  alone,  but  their  lives  were 
cheerful ;  and  if  Venetia  no  longer  indulged  in  a 
worldly  and  blissful  future,  nevertheless  in  the 
society  of  her  mother,  in  the  resources  of  art  and 
literature,  in  the  diligent  discharge  of  her  duties 
to  her  humble  neighbours,  and  in  cherishing  the 
memory  of  the  departed,  she  experienced  a  life 
that  was  not  without  its  tranquil  pleasures.  She 
maintained  with  Lord  Cadurcis  a  constant  cor- 
respondence ;  he  wrote  to  her,  indeed,  every  day, 
and  although  they  were  separated,  there  was  not 
an  incident  of  his  life,  and  scarcely  a  thought, 
of  which  she  was  not  cognisant.  It  was  indeed 
p2 
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with  great  difficulty  that  George  could  induce 
himself  to  remain  in  London  ;  but  Masham,  who 
soon  obtained  over  him  all  the  influence  which 
Venetia  desired,  ever  opposed  his  return  to  the 
abbey.  The  good  Bishop  was  not  unaware  of 
the  feelings  with  which  Lord  Cadurcis  looked 
back  to  the  Hall  of  Cherbury,  and  himself  of  a 
glad  and  sanguine  temperament,  he  indulged  in 
a  belief  in  the  consummation  of  all  that  happiness 
for  which  his  young  friend,  rather  sceptically, 
sighed.  But  Masham  was  aware  that  time  could 
alone  soften  the  bitterness  of  Venetia  s  sorrow, 
and  prepare  her  for  that  change  of  life  which 
he  felt  confident  would  alone  ensure  the  happi- 
ness both  of  herself  and  her  mother.  He  there- 
fore detained  Lord  Cadurcis  in  London  the  whole 
of  the  session,  so  that  on  his  return  to  Cherbury, 
his  society  might  be  esteemed  a  novel  and  agree- 
able incident  in  the  existence  of  its  inhabitants, 
and  not  be  associated  merely  with  their  cala- 
mities. 

It  was  therefore  about  a  year  after  the  catas- 
trophe, which  had  so  suddenly  changed  the  whole 
tenor  of    their  lives,    and  occasioned  so  unex- 
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pected  a  revolution  in  his  own  position,  that 
Lord  Cadurcis  arrived  at  his  ancestral  seat,  with 
no  intention  of  again  speedily  leaving  it.  He 
had  long  and  frequently  apprised  his  friends  of 
his  approaching  presence,  and  arriving  at  the 
abbey  late  at  night,  lie  was  at  Cherbury  early  on 
the  following  morning. 

Although  no  inconsiderable  interval  had 
elapsed  since  Lord  Cadurcis  had  parted  from  the 
Herberts,  the  continual  correspondence  that  had 
been  maintained  between  himself  and  Venetia, 
divested  his  visit  of  the  slightest  embarrassment. 
They  met  as  if  they  had  parted  yesterday,  ex- 
cept perhaps  with  greater  fondness.  The  chain 
of  their  feelings  was  unbroken.  He  was  indeed 
welcomed,  both  by  Lady  Annabel  and  her 
daughter,  with  warm  aifection ;  and  his  absence 
had  only  rendered  him  dearer  to  them  by  afford- 
ing an  opportunity  of  feeling  how  much  his  so- 
ciety contributed  to  their  felicity.  Venetia  was 
anxious  to  know  his  opinion  of  the  improvements 
at  the  abbey,  which  she  had  superintended  ;  but 
he  assured  her  that   he  would  examine  nothing 
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without  her  company,  and  ultimately  they  agreed 
to  walk  over  to  Cadurcis. 

It  was  a  summer  day,  and  they  walked  through 
that  very  wood  wherein  we  described  the  journey 
of  the  child  Venetia,  at  the  commencement  of  this 
very  history.  The  blue  patches  of  wild  hya- 
cinths had  all  disappeared,  but  there  were  flowers 
as  sweet.  What  if  the  first  feelings  of  our  heart 
fade,  like  the  first  flowers  of  spring,  succeeding 
years,  like  the  coming  summer,  may  bring  emo- 
tions not  less  charming,  and,  perchance,  far  more 
fervent ! 

"  I  can  scarcely  believe,'""  said  Lord  Cadurcis, 
"  that  I  am  once  more  with  you.  I  know  not 
what  surprises  me  most,  Venetia,  that  we  should 
be  walking  once  more  together  in  the  woods  of 
Cherbury,  or  that  I  ever  should  have  dared  to 
quit  them. ' 

"  And  yet  it  was  better,  dear  George," 
said  Venetia.  "  You  must  now  rejoice  that 
you  have  fulfilled  your  duty,  and  yet  you 
are  here  again.  Besides,  the  abbey  never 
would  have  been  finished  if  you  had  remained. 
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To   complete  all  our  plans,  it  required  a  mis- 
tress." 

"  I  wish  it  always  had  one,"  said  George. 
"  Ah !  Venetia,  once  you  told  me  never  to 
despair." 

*'  And  what  have  you  to  despair  about, 
George  ?  " 

"  Heigh  ho!"  said  Lord  Cadurcis,  "  I  never 
shall  be  able  to  live  in  this  abbey  alone." 

''  You  should  have  brought  a  wife  from 
London,""  said  Venetia. 

"  I  told  you  once,  Venetia,  that  I  was  not  a 
marrying  man,"  said  Lord  Cadurcis ;  '*  and 
certainly  I  never  shall  bring  a  wife  from  Lon- 
don." 

"  Then  you  cannot  accustom  yourself  too 
soon  to  a  bachelor's  life,''  said  Venetia. 

"  Ah !  Venetia,"  said  George,  "  I  wish  I 
were  clever;  1  wish  I  were  a  genius  ;  I  wish  I 
were  a  great  man." 

"Why,  George.?" 

"  Because,  Venetia,  perhaps,"  and  Lord  Ca- 
durcis   hesitated,    "  perhaps   you  would    think 
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differently  of  me  ?  I  mean  perhaps  your  feelings 
towards  me  might — ah  !  Venetia,  perhaps  you 
might  think  me  worthy  of  you — perhaps  you 
mio^ht  love  me." 

'*  I  am  sure,  dear  George,  if  I  did  not  love 
you,  I  should  be  the  most  ungrateful  of  beings  : 
you  are  our  only  friend.'* 

"  And  can  I  never  be  more  than  a  friend 
to  you,  Venetia  ?"  said  Lord  Cadurcis,  blushing 
very  deeply. 

"  I  am  sure,  dear  George,  I  should  be  very 
sorry  for  your  sake,  if  you  wished  to  be  more,"* 
said  Venetia. 

"  Why  'r  said  Lord  Cadurcis. 

"  Because  I  should  not  like  to  see  you  unite 
your  destiny  with  that  of  a  very  unfortunate, 
if  not  a  very  unhappy  person." 

''The  sweetest,  the  loveliest  of  women  !"" 
said  Lord  Cadurcis.  "  O  !  Venetia,  I  dare  not 
express  what  I  feel,  still  less  what  I  could  hope. 
I  think  so  little  of  myself,  so  highly  of  you,  that 
I  am  convinced  my  aspirations  are  too  arrogant  for 
me  to  breathe  them." 

"  Ah  !  dear  George,  you  deserve  to  be  happy,'* 
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said  Venetia.  "  Would  that  it  were  in  my 
power  to  make  you  !" 

*'  Dearest  Venetia,  it  is,  it  is,'*  exclaimed  Lord 
Cadurcis  :  then  checking  himself,  as  if  frightened 
by  his  boldness,  he  added  in  a  more  subdued 
tone,  "  I  feel  I  am  not  worthy  of  you." 

Was  it  an  unconscious  pressure  of  his  arm 
that  emboldened  Lord  Cadurcis,  and  suddenly 
gifted  him  with  all  the  flow  of  passionate  elo- 
quence ?  They  stood  upon  the  breezy  down 
that  divided  the  demesnes  of  Cherbury  and 
the  Abbey.  Beneath  them  rose,  "embosomed 
in  a  valley  of  green  bowers,''  the  ancient  pile 
lately  renovated  under  the  studious  care  of 
Venetia. 

"Ah!"  said  Lord  Cadurcis,  "be  not  less 
kind  to  the'master  of  these  towers,  than  to  the 
roof  that  you  have  fostered.  You  have  renovated 
our  halls — restore  our  happiness  !  There  is  an 
union  that  will  bring  consolation  to  more  than 
one  hearth,  and  baffle  all  the  crosses  of  adverse 
fate.  Venetia,  beautiful  and  noble-minded  Ve- 
netia, condescend  to  fulfil  it!" 
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Perhaps  the  reader  will  not  be  surprised  that 
within  a  very  few  months  of  this  morning  walk, 
the  hands  of  George,  Lord  Cadurcis,  and  Venetia 
Herbert  were  joined  in  the  chapel  at  Cherbury 
by  the  good  Masham.     Peace  be  with  them  ! 


THE    END. 
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